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Continuer a Stre etonne ^ continuer h Stre neyf et 
jusqv^au hout devant ce qui est neuf car tout est neuf 
pour qut est neuf JVe pas cider d V habitude^ qut est 
usme et usure progressive et tout devient poussiireux 
et gnSy tout devient pareil d ce que nous sommes^ tout se 
ressemble et tout se repete^ parce que nous nous ressemblons 
et nous repetons II faudrait que Vhomme ajoutdt d 
Veivfant sans se deprendre de lut^ que Verfant subsistdt 
au dedans de rhomme^ qu^zl fdt une base oil construire 
par adjonctions successives^ mats qut ne la detrmraient 
paSy comme il arrive II ne faut pas Stre seulement un 

primitify mats il faut Stre aussi un primitif Hester 
premier en presence des choses premiires ^ elemen-‘ 
taire devant rSlementaire ^ Stre capable ainsi de toujours 
devenir et non pas d^Stre seulement non pas immobtlCy 
mats en mouvementy au milieu de ce qut est mobile ^ en 
contact incessant avec ce qut se transformCy se transformant 
soi’-mSme y Itvre comme r erf ant totalement d V exterieury 
mats avec ce retour d sot-mime que ria pas Verfanty et 
vers un tnterieur oil on recueilUy oil on ordonne 
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I The Greatest Work of Art in the World 

Florence was listless and oppressive in July, 1939, two 
months before the outbreak of war We had come over 
the Apennines from Urbmo, a primitive hiU-city where we 
had found the exact magic of Luciano^s architecture lymg 
like the geometrical perfection of a crowds egg m its nest of 
untidy sticks On the way over we had made a vam 
effort to see Piero della Francesca*s Resurrection at Borgo 
San Sepolchro, but it was already boarded up, as if waitmg 
for a war At Arezzo there was a whole festival of Piero’s 
work, and I was confirmed m my preference for this Itahan 
pamter, who alone had succeeded m making the difficult 
marriage between art and science In very different 
circumstances, Seurat was to repeat that success 

We went on to Florence m a stilled mood I myself had 
exhausted the novelty of its mam treasures on previous 
visits, but to my fellow traveller it was all new We made 
a systematic tour of churches and museums, palaces and 
picture galleries, but whether it was the heat or mere 
satiation, or some sense of impendmg doom, for whatever 
reason I brought to everythmg a tired, disillusioned eye 
Never enamoured of the High Renaissance, it now oppressed 
me I felt as if imprisoned m some endless maze of mere- 
tricious junk, from which no life, nothing vital or human, 
was reflected There is a passage m one of Rilke’s Letters 
to a Toung Poet which expresses a similar feehng about 
Rome 

Rome has an oppressive and saddenmg effect durmg 
the first days because of the lifeless and unhealthy 
atmosphere of museums which it exhales, because of the 
numberless monuments of the past, which have been 
hauled out and laboriously restored, and from which a 
tmy present draws nourishment, and because of the 
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A Coat of Many Colours 

dreadful over-estimation of these deformed and rumed 
objects, which is supported by philologists and copied 
by the conventional Italian tourist, though at bottom 
they are nothmg more than the chance remains of 
another epoch and of a life which is not, and should 
not, be ours Fmally, after weeks of daily self-defence, 
though still a httle bewildered, one comes to oneself 
again and one says, No, there is no more beauty here 
than elsewhere, and all these objects, which generation 
after generation has contmued to admire and which the 
hands of jobbers have repaired and restored, mean 
nothu^, are nothmg, and have no heart and no value ” 

In such a mood, and on the last day of our stay, I decided 
to re-visit the Museo Archeologico Pushed into the back- 
ground of the city, this unpretentious building houses the 
original art of Etruna, the art which obscurely emerged 
from the soil and the people of this region It had thrilled 
me on my previous visit would it now penetrate my fit 
of boredom, or would it too fail me Well, it did not 
exactly fail me those bronzes, so lithe and alert, held 
my attention far longer than any of the sculptures m the 
Bdrgello, or any of the pamtmgs m the JJfBzi I Imgered 
m those cool, straggling rooms, and suddenly any impression 
the Etruscan bronzes had made on me was obhterated by 
a small object I had never seen before It was not more 
than two or three mches high, and stood among a crowd 
of small objects, unlabelled and unhonoured, m one of 
those glass coffins with which museums are always frimished 
It was also a bronze — ^the head of a negro boy, probably 
an African slave — and it seemed to shme there like a glow- 
worm m the darkness of my mood It was vital I almost 
felt, as It fused mto my consciousness, that it was ahve 
What It was — what period and what style — I knew not, 
and have never troubled to find out It obviously belongs 
to that category of vague outlmes which we call Graeco- 
Roman, and I hke^io think it is contemporary with Lucian, 
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The Greatest Work of Art in the World 

3ne of those romantic exiles who brought some hght and 
iberty mto a proto-fascist world I beheve the artist^ was. 
Like Lucian, a Greek , and that it is merely odd that he 
should anticipate, in his stylistic treatment of the hair, 
for example, the bronzes and terra-cottas of West Afirica — 
af Berun and Yoruba (not so odd, perhaps, if we remember 
that Frobemus found striking similarities between the 
V'oruba and Etruscan cultures and elaborated a theory of 
direct contact) Whatever he was, and whenever he 
hved, this artist created something without age or epoch, 
something so elementally simple and hesh that it had the 
power, m my sophisticated mmd, to rouse the highest 
pleasure and to prompt — as an aftermath — ^the deepest 
questiomngs 

These questiomngs were to race riotously m my imagma- 
tion durmg the journey back to England, and then to 
persist through the busy and distracted years that followed 
But it would be over-dramatizing the event to give it an 
ajKicalyptic significance As a matter of fact, the httle 
bust had merely jumped mto its place as a ready symbol 
for an attitude which is innate I have a characteristic 
preference for the miniature — for the epitome, the episode, 
the epigram Rhetoric, everything mouth-filling and pre- 
tentious, the imposmg and the pompous, everything 
orotund and ornate, mtimidates me, and what is mtuni- 
datmg cannot be hved with Art must be mtimate if it 
IS to be a personal possession It belongs to a private 
world 

Here we toucJti a paradox I have confessed to an 
admiration for Piero, whose art we instmctively describe 
as impersonal, by which we perhaps mean impassive 

He loved impersonality,’’ wrote Bernhard Berenson, the 
absence of expressed emotion, as a quality m things,” and 
that is true It is a rare quahty m thmgs and in the 
representation of thmgs, and perhaps only the Greeks and 
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the Enghsh ^ have possessed it fully Further, what is im- 
personal, in my sense of the word, can be heroic But 
not heroic m the grand manner, not grandiloquently 
heroic, m the manner of Rostand And what is personal 
can, of course, be spiritual, even transcendental Roman- 
esque art, and early Gothic art, is personal — ^the communion 
of the person with his God But always a commumon in 
a still, small voice — ^not the magniloquence of Moses, or of 
Michelangelo’s Moses, or Milton’s Satan, ot Nietzsche’s 
Zarathustra 

More than once some friend, knowmg this predilection 
of mine, has drawn my attention to the perfect expression 
which Adalbert Stifter gave to such a philosophy of life 
(it IS more than a theory of art) m his preface to the Bunten 
Stetnen I first came across this passage m Hofinannsthal’s 
Lesehuch^ and once tried to translate it, without success 
It says so well, m German, what I would hke to say m 
English, but I cannot capture its simple tone When we 
are deahng with paradoxes, it is better to leave them m 
the clothmg they assume m our own thoughts 

Jesus gave perfect expression to the ethical aspect, of this 
paradox, but here I am only concerned with the aesthetic 
What IS greatest in art is also at the same time the least 
Or rather, there is no greatness ” in art, nor “ small- 
ness ”, for art is an act of creation, and what is created 
is not created great or small, but given simple existence 
What IS thus existential ” cannot be measured by any 
scale we apply to the used and experienced , it cannot 
have any pragmatic sanction Beauty is truth , not a 
measure of tmth, nor measured by truth Truth is beauty, 
but agam, not a measure of beauty, nor measured by 
beauty What an object of beauty, or a statement of 
truth, does to people is another matter, and can be measured 

^ Perhaps one should say the Normans, for m art it is a quality 
which the English share with the Northern French 
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The Greatest Work of Art in the World 

by aesthetical or ethical standards But these standards 
change, firom age to age, country to country, person to 
person Beauty, however, is changeless, and we only fail 
to perceive this because we invest the work of art with 
other quahties — ^we bury it m pomposity, or grandeur, 
rhetoric and vanity We inflate art and call it the Grand 
Manner but if we are truthful we have to confess that 
the Grand Manner is really a Gigantic Boredom, that its 
volume is only mamtamed by the pompiers of culture — 
schoolmasters, scholars, academicians, encyclopaedists, Sun- 
day journalists and cymcal pohticians 

That is why, if asked to say what is a great work of 
art, even the greatest work of art in the world, I think 
of a bronze bust two mches high, which with some difficulty 
might be found m a case crowded with mdifferent objects 
m the least firequented museum m Florence 


2 Eric Gill 

A FEW days before he died, Enc GiU wrote a letter to 
me about my pamphlet, *rhe Philosophy of Anarchism, in 
which he said I find it difficult to discover anything 
I don’t agree with, and in spite of the appearance to the 
contrary I am really in complete agreement with you 
about the necessity of anarchism, the ultimate truth of it, 
and Its ntimediate practicahty as syndicalism ’’ 

Any hesitation I might have had m reveahng what 
was a privately expressed opimon was dispelled when I 
read Gill’s Autobiography In this smcere and noble book 
he makes quite clear that he was fundamentally an 
anarchist — that he was one of the many people who are 
anarchists in thought if not yet m name That was 
already obvious m an essay on “ Ownership and Indus- 
trialism ” which appeared in his book Sacred and Secular, 
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an essay I would always recommend to people who want 
a first mtroduction to the prmciples of anarchism But 
It IS m his autobiography that Gill shows not only how 
he came to be an anarchist, but also how, with an mtegrity 
which I for one can only envy, he managed to live like 
one As an exceptionally talented craftsman he was, 
perhaps, m an exceptionally favourable position he had 
avoided the capitalist treadmill, and could live more or 
less where he liked and how he liked But such freedom 
did not mean escapism for him he did not retreat 
to the Cote d’Azur or Califorma, but stayed m the place 
to which, as he might have said, God had called him 
For those who had the privilege of knowing him, his 
example was an inspiration, his home a friendly light m 
the darkness “ What I hope above all things is that I 
have done something towards re-mtegratmg bed and 
board, the small farm and the workshop, the home and 
the schoolf earth and heaven ” So he writes towards the 
end of his autobiography His whole life was directed to 
such a re-mtegration ’% and it is his life, and the philo- 
sophy upon which it is based, that will endure even longer 
than his art 

The obituary notices treated Enc Gill chiefly as an 
artist, but that is not how he thought of hunself As his 
autobiography shows, his whole life was a protest against 
the d i s tin ction between the artist and the ordmary man 
In any decent society, he would say, every man was a 
special kmd of artist — which case the term lost its 
significance , but m the actual society m which we live, 
the man who calls himself artist is a false pretender of 
some sort — if he does not impose on other people, he 
imposes on hunself From the very beginmng of his 
career Gill was determined to be honest with himself, and 
it is that determmation which gives to hi^ book the smcerity 
and significance of a Ptlgnrres Progress At the end he 
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Eric GiU 

sums up m one paragraph what had been the aim of his 
hfe Lettermg, type-desigmng, engraving, stone-carving, 
drawing — these activities which had brought him fame 
were so many by-products of his real activity, which was 
to make a cell of good livmg m the chaos of our world ” 
Every step in his life was governed by that aim He gave 
up architecture and took up the more modest craft of 
lettermg because it seemed more compatible with a good 
way of life , he left London and helped to found an ideal 
commumty at Ditchling, and when the hfe at Ditchlmg 
was spoilt by unwelcome pubhcity, he went mto the wilds 
of Wales When life m Wales became too diflGtcult, he 
came to Buckinghamshire and found what he wanted — a 
quadrangle of decent English bnck buildmgs — “ the only 
decent way to hve ” — and there he stayed imtil he died 
It was not merely his way of life that was deter m i n ed 
by this rational aim, but also what other people would 
call his opmions, which were actually aspects of an mtegral 
rehgion, embracmg the whole of life He has been called 
an eccentric, but m the usual meamng of the word, no 
rnan was ever less an eccentric He was a rationalist 
He began by discovermg that fine lettering was rational 
lettermg — exactly the opposite of “ fancy ” lettermg — 
and that was the new idea, the explosive notion, and, 
you might say, the secret ” Havmg thus discovered a 
reasonable basis for lettermg, the next thing was to discover 
a reasonable workshop life, a reasonable hfe for workmen 
That led him, as a first stage, to socialism, but not to the 
socialism of politicians and bureaucrats Socialism as a 
pohtical movement is, he soon discovered, hardly more 
than an attempt to re-order the distribution of factory 
products and factory profits It did not tackle the evil 
at its root — the love of money — and there could be no 
hope for the revival of either good life or good work 
until double-entry book-keeping is abandoned by all the 
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producing and the distributing trades It became clear 
to him that “ the hateful world of the man of busmess 
and Its hateful cruelties would never be abolished by 
those who profited by them ”, and he gradually abandoned 
all hope of reform by parliamentary means He began 
to realize that the essential evil arose somewhere m the 
sphere of religion If men were really conscious of God, 
then these evils could not exist To a man conscious of 
Gk)d It should be mcomparably more horrible that men 
of busmess should rule us and impose their foul point of 
view on the world than it would be if the whole race of 
men and women should rot their bodies with lechery and 
drunkenness ” So Gill returned to the worship of God, 
and his rationalism guided him to the only Church which 
can claim to be universal His difEculties did not end 
there, for once withm the Church he became a fierce critic 
of the timidity and hypocrisy of his fellow-Ghnstians 
There were honourable exceptions — ‘‘ The Popes them- 
selves have condemned modem capitalism and many of 
the clergy have followed their example But Christians 
m general, mcludmg Cathohcs m general, have quite 
notoriously not followed the Popes m this matter ” 

My socialism was firom the begmmng [Gill wrote] a 
revolt against the mtellectual degradation of the factory 
hands and the damned ughness of all that capitalist- 
mdustnalism produced, and it was not primarily a revolt 
against the cmelty and mjustice of the posscssmg classes 
or against the misery of the poor It was not so much 
the workmg class that concerned me as the workmg man — 
not so much what he got from workmg as what he did by 
workmg ^ 

^ Throughout Gill*s social philosophy there is an equivocation 
in has use of the word work ” It was the pecuhar achieve- 
ment of the nineteenth century he wrote m Art and a Changing 
Cwilizatum^ “ to separate, m thought and m practice, the idea 
of work from the idea of art, the activity of the * workman ’ fiom 
the activity of the ‘ artist % and to make the artist a spcfcial 

8 



ii.ric Lrill 


This shows the early direction of Gill’s pohtical ideas 
he was what I have been acciistomed to call an individual- 
ist, but in the letter already referred to, he wrote 

I think It would be good if you distinguished between 
the zndivid^^ as being the unit of a group whether of 
anin2;icc or inanimate nature, and the person It is a 
^jjjuary doctrine of Ghristiamty that men are unique 
persons It is as persons that they are muque, whereas 
as individuals they may not be 

It IS a distinction which I accept — ^it is, mdeed, a dis 
tinction fundamental to anarchism, and the basic reason 

g erson, removed from and exalted above the common ruck of 
emgs, a sort of pnest, the expert m a mystery, a mystery not of 
craft or trade umomsm but of spiritual remoteness ” But there 
IS a sense in which the idea of work should be separated from the 
idea of art Work is really of two distmct kmdg The child 
who said First I think and then I draw my think ” was wiser 
than Mr GiU perceives , because the child first thought, first 
‘‘ prefigured ” the thmg to be drawn The maker of standard 
architectural inouldmgs, or even of standard bncks, no doubt 
has an image of some kind m his mmd before he begins to make 
the mouldmg or the bnck, but it would not be right to dignify 
this image by the name of thought, nor the moulding or bnck 
(however well made) by the name of art Indeed, ten d i n g a 
machme for makifcg bricks is surely a job demanding more 
intclhgence and even more art than makmg bncks by hand 
Such work, and mdeed the great mass of work, is better done 
by machmes What the machme cannot do is Ae “ thinkmg 
part, and what distmgmshes the artist from the workman is 
the ability to “ think ”, a certam faculty which the Germa n s 
call Gestaltungsfaehigkett, but which we, for want of a smgle word, 
might call the faculty of plastic configuration — the abihty to 
“ think ” m plastic images This is not a normal faculty, but 
the jiossession of those abnormal people we call artists Unless 
we are clear on that pomt, we shall never be clear on the most 
pressmg of problems connected with art m the twentieth century 
— the place of the artist m the machme age Because his philo- 
sophy saw no function for the artist m the machme age, Gill, 
hke Gandhi, was compelled to renounce the whole basis of 
modem civilization There may be other grounds for rejecting 
the machme — economic groimds, for example — ^but it is quite 
clear to me that the machine does not necessarily exclude the 
artist 
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for our rejection of all forms of collectivism and state 
capitalism When Gill first entered the socialist move- 
ment, through the Fabian Society, he found that no one 
respected this distmction — ^the socialist movement 

was not moved or led, still less could it be said to be 
inspired, by any ideas of man or of man’s life or of 
man’s work other than those of the capitalist world 
against whose mjustices and cruelties it was m revolt 
Socialism as a pohtical movement is hardly more than 
an attempt to re-order the distribution of factory products 
and factory profits 

Gill then concluded that no merely political or eco- 
nomic rearrangement of the world was gomg to be effective 
to remove such horrors ” — the horrors of capitalist society 
The remedy, he felt, must lie m the sphere of rehgion 
and morals The root of the social evil was a moral 
evil — the desire of money — and to Gill it was elementary 
that all Christians should condemn this evil, or give up 
pretending to be followers of Christ He resolved to keep 
clear of politics and pohticians he could not believe that 
pohtical arrangements and re-arrangements were real 
To h i m It was all a confused busmess of ramps and rackets 
— ** pretended quarrels and dishonest commercial schem- 
ings, havmg no relation to the real interests of peoples, 
neither to their spiritual nor their material welfare, and 
conducted upon no prmciples other than momentary 
self-mterest ” 

In GiU’s sense of the word, all anarchists are resolved 
to keep clear of politics But pohtics m another sense — 
the pohtics of preaching and propaganda — of thought and 
of work — ^the pohtics which consist of trying to make 
a cell of good hving m the chaos of our world ” — to such 
pohtics we must devote ourselves, and such are the pohtics 
which Gill practised with greater effect than he ever 
realized He belonged to that rare company of integral 
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socialists^, whose hves are a consequence of their socialism, 
their socialism a consequence of their hves 

That rare company consists of all those people to whom 
it IS evident that the evils of what is called totalitarianism 
— ^and the same evil is also called National Socialism, 
Fascism, and Bolshevism — can only be avoided or ended 
by a change of heart And change of heart ” is too 
pohte a phrase for what must be a spiritual and mental 
revolution m mankmd It is natural that those people 
who are honest Christians, like Enc GiU, should regard 
the Church as the appropriate agent for this spiritual 
reform Most of the people with whom I discuss these 
fundamental questions take this view, and the more smcere 
such people are, the more they are driven to demand of 
the Church what is m effect a nfew Reformation 

On the fundamental issue I agree with these people — 
a change of heart is necessary I disagree with them 
because I cannot believe in a second reformation that 
would enable the Christian Churches to become the 
effective agents of such a change Let us consider what 
it would imply first, the reunion of the Churches, for 
there can be no effective action on a umversal scale without 
umty Secondly, the abandonment of all worldly power 
and a complete identity with the cause of the poor and 
oppressed Thirdly, the abandonment of the medieval 
dogmas to which most of the Churches still elmg, and the 
adoption of a new morahty more m accordance with the 
permanent changes which three centuries of scientific 
discovery have -wrought m man’s conception of the universe 
and human destmy Those arc only three essentials of 
a New Reformation, but I do not think I am unduly 
pessimistic m regarding them as insuperable difficulties 
Before these difficulties could be resolved the structure of 
the Churches as we know them now would have been 
entirely obhteratcd I do not say that Chnstiamty would 
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have been obliterated , indeed, I am saying that as the 
rehgion of love and brotherhood it must still pursue its 
revolutionary course m history But it is obvious — and 
this was also the final conclusion of that profoundest of 
modem Christians, Soren Kierkegaard — that before Christi- 
anity can become a rehgion of love and brotherhood, 
the Churches as we know them now will have to dis- 
appear In a word, Christiamty and the Church are 
mcommensurable 

There is httle likelihood that the world will be saved 
by a return of heretics to the Church As a cell of good 
hving the Church simply does not exist It is because I 
cannot see salvation m this direction that I put my faith 
in a change of heart which is pagan or secular in its agency 
Perhaps m some distant age anarchism and Christianity 
will come together again, as they were together in the 
early days of the Chxirch It will be said that such a 
supposition m akes anarchism just as remote a contmgency 
as a Christian community I agree Both are ideals, 
and both are m no sense immediately reahzable It is a 
choice between one ideal which is theistic and has a super- 
natural background, and another ideal which is human- 
istic and has a background of reason and natural law 
In the existmg state of opinion, more people will be found, 
or could be found, to follow Nature (and all that that 
word imphes) than to follow God (and all that that word 
imphes) That fundamentally they imply the same end 
is the only dogma which personally I find it necessary 
to accept 

To follow Nature — that is a vague phrase which needs 
more definition, though its meaning is relatively simple 
The most common kmd of association which the word 
has is probably ‘‘ nature red m tooth and claw , and 
this IS balanced by the more optimistic phrzise, “ the 
beauties of nature by which, however, is stiH meant 
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something essentially wild and uncultivated But that is 
not the meamng which we attach to nature m the phrase 
the laws of nature and it is to nature m this biological 
or scientific sense that I refer For underlying the apparent 
riotousness of nature, its luxuriance, and the violent 
changes which pass over its face like a fever, are certam 
universal laws — a formal structure of matter and a calcul- 
able behaviour of energy ^ 

To illustrate my mearung I would like to quote a parable 
from the writings of the Ghmese philosopher, Ghuang Tze * 

Horses have hoofs to carry them over frost and snow , 
hair, to protect them from wind and cold They eat 
grass and drink water, and fling up their heels over the 
champaign Such is the real nature of horses Palatial 
dwellings are of no use to them 

One day Poh Loh appeared, saying I understand 
the management of horses 

So he branded them and chpped them and pared 
their hoofs, and put halters on them, tymg them up by 
the head and shackling them by the feet, disposing diem 
m stables, with the result that two or three m every ten 
died Then he kept them himgry and thirsty, trottmg 
them and gallopmg them, and grooming, and tmnming, 
with the misery of the tasselled bndle before and the 
fear of the knotted whip behind, until more than half 
of them were dead Nevertheless, every age extols 

Poh Loh for his skill m managing horses Those 

who govern the empire make the same mistake 

Now I regard government of the empire from quite 
a different pomt of view 

The people have certain natural mstmcts — ^to weave 
and clothe themselves, to till and feed themselves These 
arc common to all humamty, and all are agreed thereon 
Such mstmcts are called “ Heaven-sent ” 

And so m the days when natural mstmcts prevailed, 

^ II y aim ordre contrelequel il est vamde lutter On doit 
6b6n: k la loi des mondes qtu dmgent de la m6me ma i n le roule- 
ment de Betclgeuse et le tremblement de la semence des hommcs 
Le social ne doit ctre que le naturel 

— Jean Giono Les Vraies Rtchesses 
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taen moved quietly and gazed steadily At that time, 
there were no roads over mountains, nor boats, nor 
bridges over water All things were produced, each for 
Its own proper sphere Birds and beasts multiplied , 
trees and shrubs grew up The former might be led 
by the hand , you could climb up and peep mto the 
raven’s nest For then man dwelt with birds and 
beasts, and all creation was one There were no dis- 
tinctions of good and bad men Bemg all equally without 
knowledge, their virtue could not go astray Bemg all 
equally without evil desires, they were m a state of natural 
mtegnty, the perfection of human existence 

But when sages appeared, trippmg people over chanty 
and fettering with duty to one’s neighbour, doubt foimd 
Its way mto the world And then with their gushing 
over music and fussing over ceremony, the empire 
became divided against itself 

Horses hve on dry land, eat grass and drink water 
When pleased, they rub their necks together When 
angry, they turn roimd and kick their heels at each 
other Thus far only do their natural dispositions carry 
them But bndled and bitted, with a plate of metal 
on their foreheads, they leam to cast vicious looks, to 
turn the head, to bite^to resist, to get the bit out of the 
mouth or the bndle mto it And thus their natures 
becbme depraved — the fault of Poh Loh 

In the days of Ho Hsu the people did nothing m 
particular when at rest, and went nowhere m particular 
when they moved Havmg food, they rejoiced , havmg 
€1111 beUies, they strolled about Such were the capacities 
of the people But when the sages came to worry them 
with ceremomes and music m order to rectify the form 
of government, and dangled chanty and duty to one’s 
neighbour before them m order to satisfy their hearts, — 
then the people b^an to develop a taste for knowledge 
and to struggle one with the other m their desire for 
gam This was the error of the sages ^ 

What Chuang Tze opposes to all those people who 
demand a programme for reforming the world is a doctrme 
of inaction In other words we should seek the natural 

1 Trans Herbert A Giles (CAua^ London, Q.uantch, 1889) 
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conditions of existence, and this bnngs us back to Gill’s 
phrase — to make a cell of good living m the chaos of 
the world ” Only a cell — a microscopic umt m the 
immensity of the world but the world is m ade up of 
such units and upon the health of each individual cell 
depends the health of society 

I do not suggest that the reader should emulate the 
Chinese mystic and sit like a corpse while his dragon- 
power IS manifested abound What I wish to suggest 
is that the man who adapts himself to natural conditions 
of existence will have a prmciple by means of which he 
can give an answer to most of the problems of life I will 
only give one example, but it is very practical and very 
immediate We know the general history of the trade 
umons — how they began some hundred years ago as 
associations of workmen whose object was to agitate for 
certam specific social and economic reforms We know 
how they slowly acquired legal and pohtical rights and 
became established over the whole mdustnal world This 
growth was rather haphazard and embodied a contradiction 
which has never been resolved, and which at any tune m 
the immediate future might become the dominant question 
of the day — the question whether the unions should be 
organized according to craft, so that all engmeers, m 
whatever mdustry employed, should be m one umon, 
and look after the rights of engmeers , or whether the 
umons should be organized according to industry, so that 
all the workers engaged on the production of a particular 
object or commodity should be m one umon, and look after 
the rights of that mdustry Socialists and trade unionists 
the world over are divided on this question, but for the 
anarchist there can be no question The end must 
determine the means Men must be united by the natural 
conditions of work There is httle m common between 
the conditions of an engineer m a shipbuild in g yard in 
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Glasgow and an engineer in a motor-works m Oxford 
But the engineer m the shipbuildmg yard is m daily con- 
tact with the carpenter and the draughtsman and a 
thousand other people engaged m a common task — the 
building of a ship They work together and hve together, 
and together they should be at hberty to create those 
workshop conditions which make a cell of good livmg in 
the chaos of the world So the anarchist favours industrial 
imions and regional collectives and feels ccrtam that their 
creation would bring the world a step nearer to the per- 
fection of the natural law 

Anarchism, therefore, is a philosophy, not a system of 
pohtics , but once its principles have been accepted, they 
can be applied at any pomt Anarchism does not rely 
on plans, which are rational constructions that tend to 
leave out the imponderable and elusive factors of human 
feehng and human instmct There is only one plan — ^the 
plan of nature We must hve according to natural laws, 
and by virtue of the power which comes from concentratmg 
upon their manifestation m the mdividual human mmd 
Anarchism asserts — ^it is its only assertion — that life must 
be so ordered that the mdividual can hve a natural life, 
attendmg to what is withm ’’ But once we begm to 
work out the imphcations of this prmciple, we shall not 
end until we have abolished the state For if people 
began to hve by natural laws, there would be so httle 
need for man-made laws, and no need at all for a complex 
machmery of government to enforce such laws 


3 Klee 

Patjl Klee’s death m 1940 was almost tmnoticed armH 
the dm erf war It was a war that fell hlff? a gradually 
darke n in g screen over the art of the between-war years 
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When that screen has lifted again, we hope that it will 
reveal a stage transformed beyond all recognition Some 
of the players may be the same, but they will be wearing 
different costumes, and hvmg m a different atmosphere, 
and behavmg m an altogether different way Only one 
thmg will have survived from the wicked past — Gmderella’s 
glass-shppers, the infinitely precious symbol of the beauty 
and truth whose crystal brightness no catastrophe can 
destroy 

I beheve that the art of Paul Klee is part of that crystal 
brightness He hved in our kitchen-midden world, with 
strife and despair all around him But like William 
Blake, to whom he was temperamentally^ akin, he lived 
with the immunity of a mystic That does not mean 
that his art had no relation to the world about him — ^that 
he was, as we melegantly say, an escapist It is only 
an unmtelhgent and superficial realism that demands of 
the artist a mechanical reflection of the objects which lie 
in his field of vision Nor is it much more mtelhgent to 
restrict the artist to what is called an mterpretation of those 
objects — the nmmng commentary of the impressionistic 
journalist What history demands in its long run, is the 
object Itself — the work of art which is itself a created reality, 
an addition to the sum of real objects m the world Such 
objects can only come from the artist’s own world, the 
umque world of his own subjective existence That, of 
course, is not a vacuum — ^it is the most crowded receptacle 
m the universe, and psychology has never plumbed its 
depths It is deep enough, at any rate, to contain, not 
only all that the senses can dram mto it, but much else 
that wells up from hidden springs It is out of this horn 
of plenty that the artist must snatch his objects, with 
nothing but his sensibihty to gmde him 

His sensibihty ^ There you have the keyword, however 
we define it, m ELlee’s case or m the case of any great 
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artist The sensibility — ^perhaps sensitivity is a more pre- 
cise word — of Klee was infallible, and from the beginnmg 
esqDressed m that most sensitive of plastic media, the line 
(here agam, Blake comes mto comparison) His earhest 
drawmgs and engravmgs were influenced by Aubrey 
Beardsley’s work — ^he comes directly out of that tradition 
of precise fantasy But he could never have remamed m 
a world of artifice and hterary inspiration He escaped 
by way of nature, and there is a whole phase of his work — 
round about 1908-12 — ^which might be described as 
impressionistic But he knew the truth of that saying of 
Meister Eckhart If you seek the kernel, then you 
must break the shell And likewise if you would know 
the reahty of Nature, you must destroy the appearance, 
and the farther you go beyond the appearance, the nearer 
you will be to the essence ” Thereafter every pamtmg 
by Klee becomes an attempt to express this inner essence 
But It is just at this pomt that he miraculously avoids the 
pitfall of almost all artists who seek to express the meta- 
physical He does not for a moment surrender his artistic 
mtegnty — ^his sensibihty He knows that he has to bear 

witness, not with the tongue, which iS the instrument of 
ideas or conceptions, but with his pen and brush, the 
instruments of his perception and imagination He never 
falters He feels the limitations of his instruments, but he 
does not abandon them he strives to perfect them, to 
give them greater precision and subtlety He explores 
the world of colour, he co-ordmates it with his sensitive 
hne, and creates the subtlest coimterpomt that the plastic 
arts have ever known In this experiment he is greatly 
aided by his musical sensibihty — he was born mto a musical 
fanuly and was himself a fine viohnist It os not merely 
a question of analogy Many of Klee’s pamtings are 
translations or transfbrmatioiis of musical images , or 
rather, he uses his feelmg for melody and harmony to 
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co-orduiate his hne and colour It is not a confusion of 
the arts ^ it is the creation of a new art which is a unity 
of painting and music 

This art, we must admit, has one limitation Its scale 
IS mmiature It is the lync, not the epic It is Ghopm, 
not Wagner Personally, I am against the grandiose m 
art If It does not merely bore me, it mtimidates me I 
do not beheve it is necessary The greatest truth was 
ever spoken m a still small voice The great mystics are 
not long-wmded Great poetry is not sustamed beyond 
a page or two of prmt The greatest pamtmg can be 
contamed within a square foot of canvas The greatest 
IS never the grandiose 

Klee must have died unhappy, for his pamtmg had been 
banned m the coimtry which he had honoured with his 
presence for the most active part of his life But I am 
sure he did not despair I am reminded of an entry m 
his diary, dated Jime 1905 He describes how m his 
search for a full comprehension of all the techmcal possi- 
bihties of his art, he one day tried scratchmg a blackened 
sheet of glass with a needle The medium he writes, 
was no longer the black Ime, but the white White 
energy against a nocturnal background beautifully illus- 
trates the saymg Let there be hght ” 

The whole of Edee’s life-work was a white energy against 
the dark background of modem Germany 


4 Lawrence of Arabia 

Fame is the focus of all the misunderstandings which 
gather about a new name This was said by Rilke of 
Rodm, but it apphes with peculiar force to T E Lawrence 
No gteat figure of our time has been so misimderstood , 
and the more the misunderstanding grew, the more famous 
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he became, imtil it was suspected that he had a perverse 
genius for pubhcity INfow for the first time we can. dis- 
cover the truth about his strange personahty Before the 
war, as bis early letters show, Lawrence was “ an ordinary 
archaeologist and but for the war would have remained 
an archaeologist, completely unknown to the man in the 
street He had a modest ambition to run a private prmtmg 
press , and there are signs of that self-dissatisfaction which 
was later to become pathological But no determined 
ambition , no stirrmgs of a social conscience, of an idealistic 
mission, or any of the feelmgs which prompt men to 
exceptional actions When the war came, he did not 
respond m any dramatic way , he went into the War 
Office and helped to draw maps In due course he was 
sent out to Egypt, still m the map department But 
between Egypt and the scene of war there were vast 
stretches of country about which Lawrence knew as much 
as any man He not only knew the terrain, but in his 
archaeological expeditions he had observed the inhabitants 
and grown sympathetic towards them He had intelli- 
gence — rather more mtelhgence than the average Staff 
officer — ^and he conceived a plan The course of the war 
made his plan not only feasible, but imperative He was 
entrusted with the organization of a revolt among the 
Arab tribes, and not only succeeded in persuading the 
Arabs to umte m a Holy War agamst their Turkish oppres- 
sors, but led them m a series of bnUiant manoeuvres 
He did no more than a score, perhaps a hundrfed, other 
officers who conducted campaigns or strategic operations 
during the war But the scene was Arabia, and Arabia 
IS a glamorous word And guerrilla warfare is a pom- 
paratively romantic occupation, m the eyes of the news- 
paper pubhc After four years of gnm hysteria, the 
newspapers were very much m need of romance Tn this 
mood they discovered Lawrence and made him a mob 
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hero In 1919 an American lecturer, Lowell Thomas, 
sprang mto the limehght with Lawrence of Arabia as his 
theme Only the Albert Hall was big enough for his 
audiences he drew over a million people m this cQxmtry 
alone The legend was established, and, like all legends, 
improved with time 

Meanwhile the ex-archseologist was immersed m the 
dirty game of mtemational pohtics, as played at Versailles 
— a, game from which he retired disillusioned and fo 
the moment defeated He and the Arabs whom he had 
led, and to whom he had pledged British honour, were 
betrayed He felt, ‘'therefore, that he had no further place 
in the imperial scheme He returned to his home in 
Oxford and ‘‘ would sometimes sit the entire mommg 
between breakfast and limch m the same position, without 
movmg, and with the same expression on his face ” He 
had already begun to write the history of his war experi- 
ences which he called TTie Seven Pillars of Wisdom 

A revision of the Middle Eastern position was soon seen 
to be mevitable and Lawrence was eventually called to 
the Colomal Office by Wmston Churchill to advise on a 
new settlement His advice was to a considerably extent 
adopted and by the end of 1922 Lawrence felt that “ Eng- 
land was out of the Arab affair with clean hands ” He 
himself, like a tired hon, could retire from an arena which 
he had never willingly entered to hek his sixty wotmds 

Here comes the crux of his career, and the deepest cause 
of mystification At this pomt Lawrence could have chosen 
almost any position of leadership m English life he could 
have chosen the position of leadership, the leadership of 
the war generation But that is assuming he was the stuff 
of which leaders are made Instead he immured himself 
m what he thought was the nearest modem equivalent 
to a monastery of the Middle Ages , he became a private 
m the Air Force 
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There axe many explanations of this strange action, 
including his own He himself said, m the most intimate 
confession he ever made (his letters to Lionel Curtis) that 
self-degradation was his aim I haven’t the impulse 
and the conviction to fit what I know to be my power 
of moulding men and things and so I always regret what 
I’ve created, when the leisure after creation lets me look 
back and see that the idea was second-hand ” 

The most superficial view attributes this feelmg of fatuity 
to the privations and suffermgs of the war years, and to 
the serious air crash he experienced in 1 9 1 9 Alternatively, 

it is suggested that the bitter disillusionment of the Peace 
Conference “ warped ” his mind But it is to be doubted 
whether, on any profound interpretation of the word 
nund ”, consciously experienced events of this kind have 
any effect In other words, the warp is m the make 
of the man, and he can only become What he ts — ^is by 
birth and breedmg Happiness, on this assumption, can 
only come to a man who lives along his gram — ^who 
drees his own weird , which is the conclusion Lawrence 
came to 


perhaps m determinism complete there hes the 
perfect peace I have so longed for Free-will I’ve tried, 
and rejected authority I’ve rejected (not obedience, 
for that IS my present effort, to find equality only m 
subordmation It is dominion whose taste I have been 
cloyed with) acti6n I’ve rejected and the intel- 
lectual life and receptive senses and the battle of 
wits They were aU failures, and my reason tells me 
therefore that obedience, nescience, wall also fail, smce 
the roots of common failure must he m myself — and 
yet m spite of reason I am trying it 

Such IS Lawrence’s own explanation of himself His 
nature was (he uses the ugly word himself) masochistic , 
a psychological state of which we find, not only the overt 
symptoms, but also the secondary characteristics Every- 



Lawrence of Arabia 

thing in his life fits the interpretation A frigidity towards 
women was balanced by an impulse towards art “ Artists 
excite and attract me, seduce me, from what I am He 
was not an artist by nature, but had a sick longing to be 
one The Seven Pillars is a straining after this aesthetic 
grace, and is an artificial monstrosity, as he himself so 
freely and so repeatedly admitted Masochism explains, 
too, his dismclination to rebel Perfect pessimism, such 
as his, imphes acquiescence m the immediate He saw 
through the pretence of our social system All the subject 

provmces of the Empire to me were not worth one dead 
English boy ” But the governors of these same provmces 
were his friends and associates, and he would not come 
out against them The ideals of a pohey are entrancing 
heady things the translatmg them mto terms of com- 
promise with the social structure as it has evolved is pretty 
second-rate work A decent nihilism is what I hope 

for, generally 

What remains Something very precious Not, as 
some would claim for the Seven Pillars^ 3. great masterpiece 
of literature (and as one who has read 77ie Mint I would 
advise no one to have great easpectations of that odd docu- 
ment) , not a final achievement m pohtics (everything is 
still in the meltmg-pot) , but simply this revelation of a 
man His letters are a great confession — like the letters 
of his namesake, D H Lawrence, like Van Gogh^s letters 
The very depth and smeenty of the confesion were imposedt 
on Lawrence by the conflict between his fate and his 
personahty the personality did not match the fate that 
was bemg imposed on it , and so he was forced mto the 
bleak agony of explanation, and endless expiation 
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5 “ The Seven Pillars of Wisdom ” 

The Seven Pillars of Wisdom is a diflScult book Not 
difficult to read, m the ordinary sense, but difficult to 
bring into any definite focus So much of it is vivid, but 
the author^s mind behmd it all is dark, and obscured by 
divided aims It is this core of darkness which more than 
anything else puts one m doubt as to the essential greatness 
of the book Great books are written m moods of spiritual 
hght and mtellectual certamty, and out of any other mood 
there only emerges an imperfect work of art It might 
be less uncompromismg to say that out of any other mood 
there only emerges a romantic work of art, but about the 
best romantic moods, moods held openly and consistently, 
there is a positiveness which relieves them from the charge 
of darkness and doubt I do not, however, see this 
openness m TThe Seven Pillars of Wisdom 

The story of Phe Seven Pillars of Wisdom is splendid 
copy but is it anythmg more ^ If it is, it is so by 
virtue either of its matter or its manner By virtue of 
Its matter, because if a story is of epic quahty it will trans- 
cend Its manner, passing from one story-teller to another 
imtil It perhaps receives that most immortal manner — ^thc 
anonymous tradition But m the present case we begin 
with a doubt — ^who is the hero of the story Colonel 
Lawrence or the Arabian Army ^ If Colonel Lawrence, 
then the story fails to reach epic quahty because Colonel 
Lawrence, however brave and courageous he may have 
been, is not heroic About the epic hero there is an essential 
undoubting directness his aim is smgle and unswerving , 
he questions neither himself, his aims, nor his destiny 
He may share his glory with his chosen band, his comitaiusy 
but essentially he is self-possessed, self-reliant, arrogant 
and unintelligent Colonel Lawrence was none of these 
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things , m all these things he was at the contrary pole — 
full of doubts and dissemblmgs, uncertain of his aim, his 
pnde eaten mto by humility and remorse, his conduct 
actuated by vague and eccentric motives It is no dis- 
paragement to say that out of such stuff no hero is made 
Out of such stuff we only get a case of conscience, a problem 
of personahty Such problems, though of profoimd mterest 
to the contempKDraries and co-sufferers of a man, tend to 
dissolve with the circumstances which produced them 
They are only saved from such a fate by their universal 
elements, as when the personahty of Hamlet stands for 
the general mood of the Renaissance, or, m a lesser degree, 
as when Rousseau seems to embody the spirit of an epoch 
But even Rousseau is a pathological case rather than a 
hero, melting our curiosity rather than arousing our 
admiration 

To this limited extent Colonel Lawrence is representa- 
tive a lame duck m an age of lame ducks , a soldier 
spoilt by mtrospection and self-analysis , a man with a 
load on his mind 

But if Colonel Lawrence is not the hero ” of this epic, 
can we discern one m the Arab nation ^ Surely not 
We learn from this book, as from Arabia JDeserta^ that the 
Arabs have quahties which we can a dmir e, such as a 
capacity for hardship and endurance the possibilities, 
at least, of frne perceptions , and a real rehgious force 
But these qualities cannot for long blmd us to the over- 
whelmmg venahty, pettmess, fanaticism ^and ignorance of 
the mass of them This realization is present m Colonel 
Lawrence’s own mmd, and acts as a bhght on whatever 
there is of epic quality m that fine effort of strategy and 
r unn ing which culminated m the fall of Damascus But 
let us realize this fact, too the Palestine Campaign was 
merely the romantic fringe of the war In France and 
Belgium men of infini tely finer quahty than these Arabs 
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were endiinng day after day, without the mspiration of 
the open honzon and all that that conveys of adventure 
and surprise, the dull and dispiriting agony of trench 
warfare No one will be fool enough to make out of that 
horror an epic story, or to see m our armies a race of self- 
rehant heroes , but this Arabian adventure was no more 
than a dance of flies m the air beside the magmtude of 
that terrific earthy conflict To see one of these adven- 
turers, then, “ get away with the heroic buncombe in a 
literary press mostly m the hands of non-combatants, 
inspired a contemporary like myself with a certain bitterness 
of which I ought perhaps to have been ashamed, but which 
at any rate I was not ashamed to confess 

Perhaps this is all beside the pomt I can still read Hie 
Seven Pillars of Wisdom with keen mterest, and what more 
can man want ^ Nothing, if you will leave it at that But 
if I am expected to pay the book the hp service I willmgly 
pay to Arabia Deserta^ then I revolt Hie Seven Pillars of 
Wisdom IS not m the same category Doughty fills me 
with wonder, with reverence, and gives me unfailmg 
enjoyment “ Who touches this book touches a man — 
and at every page a man who was a great min d, a great 
patriarch among men, a great endurmg character, pensive 
but self-possessed, mquirmg but full of certamty In The 
Seven Pillars of Wisdom I am only conscious of an uneasy 
adventurer , of an Oxford graduate with a civilian and 
supercihous lack of the sense of disciplme , of a mmd, 
not great with thought, but tortured by some restless 
spirit that drives it out mto the desert, to physical folly 
and self-immolation, a spirit that never triumphs over the 
body and never attains peace 
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6 Art and the People 

RuskiNj who IS still the wisest philosopher to whom we 
can turn for the truth about this subject, once said that 
a work of art, m addition to looking well, must also speak 
well and act well These homely words express m a 
phrase the threefold nature of an activity which is usually 
discussed as if it had only a smgle nature Critics who 
emphasize the need of art to look well, and neglect its 
other aspects, are called aesthetes, and smce Oscar Wilders 
time (for he was a typical representative of this attitude) 
they have been out of fashion Nevertheless, they eaqpressed 
a third of the truth about art 

People who emphasize the need of art to speak well 
are usually moralists of some kmd Their greatest repre- 
sentative was Tolstoy, but with a different morahty m 
mmd, they have more recently been represented by the 
sociahst-realists ** m Russia, who believe that the function 
of art is primarily to further the cause of so ci ali s m Art, 
for such people, is merely an effective way of saying or 
illustrating some idea (a rehgious or pohtical ideology), 
and the importance of art, therefore, corresponds to the 
importance of its message 

The third set of people beheve that art is primarily a 
way of making or doing something useful, and that its 
value corresponds to its functional efficiency Good 
architecture, they say, is found wherever you have a 
building which is fit for its purpose — strong, convement 
and commodious They go so far as to say that when 
the work of man has these qualities, the other aspects of 
a work of art are automaUcally present — that what works 
well, looks well and speaks well 

We may regard these ats the three tests of a work of 
art, but It IS not equally easy to apply them all Whether 
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a building, for example, works well can be determined 
by use but it is not so easy to agree that a paintmg or 
a piece of sculpture acts well We all think that we 
know when a buildmg or a picture looks well, but 
we admit that it is a matter of taste^ and we say that one 
man’s meat is another man’s poison Even scientifically 
It can be shown that the reactions of different people to 
the same work of art vary according to their temperamental 
disposition, which m its turn is due to complex factors 
like heredity, environment, even the functiomng of the 
mdividual’s glands The only way out of this difficulty 
^s to say that the visual quahties of art are absolute^ that 
is to say, that they depend on the possession of beauty, 
which IS not a question of mdividual judgement, but the 
effect of certain natural laws — that the question whether 
a thing IS beautiful or not (and it does not matter whether 
It IS a flower, a face, a pamtmg or a budding) is deter- 
mined by Its possession of certam harmomous proportions, 
which are present m nature, and which are imitated in 
works of art 

But if we can solve this difficulty by an appeal to laws 
of nature ”, what are we to do about the question whether 
a work of art speaks well ^ This is the trickiest problem 
of all, and even a very great man like Tolstoy did not 
reach a satisfactory solution Tolstoy said that a work 
of art IS only good when a man expresses sound feehng 
(or when he is perfectly smcere), but that mvolved a 
defimUon of soundness as well as of feehng — ^when is a 
feehng sound Tolstoy replied Only when a man 
is hving a life m all respects natural and proper to man ”, 
but that does not get us much farther, because we cannot 
agree on what sort of life is m all respects natural and 
proper to man Tolstoy’s ideal was simphcity, and there- 
fore he condemned the art of Beethoven and Wagner, the 
poetry of Baudelaire, the drama of Ibsen, the pamtmg^ of 
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the Impressionists He didn^t think much of Shakespeaxe 
It was all upper-class art — ^the art of an artificial society 
Worse still, it was essentially secular art — ^art without 
uphft ‘‘ Universal art (the art he contrasted with all 
this decadent art) has a definite and mdubitable mtemal 
criterion — ^rehgious perception , upper-class art lacks this^ 
and therefore the apprcciators of that art are obhged to 
clmg to some external criterion ** Therefore Tolstoy was 
bitterly opposed to aesthetics, which he regarded as a false 
science He did not see, or was not willing to admit, 
that the canons of beauty are derived from nature Beauty, 
as a matter of fact, was a word he avoided, and he obstm- 
ately demed that there could be any objective defimtion 
of such a term He ignored Plato’s philosophy of beauty, 
and the aesthetics of Plato’s medieval followers, which is 
the basis of the natural ” theory of art 

Tolstoy was right in supposmg that the kmd of art a 
people gets is determined by their social organization 
the Marxists are also right m puttmg forward what is 
essentially the same theory, although disguised in a lot of 
their ideological jargon But it is a simple logical error, 
committed by both philosophies, to imagme that the art 
which corresponds to their particular social ideal is the 
best kind of art or the only kind of art It is an error 
winch arises from concentrating entirely on one of the 
three aspects of art Similar errors arise from an exclusive 
devotion to the other two aspects — the aesthetic error (art 
for art’s sake) and the functional error the house is a 
machme to live m ’% etc ) The complete work of art 
expresses at one and the same time all three functions — 
it $peaks, acts and looks well But when it is complete 
m this sense, has it general quahUes upon wh i c h we could 
base a more precise defimtion I beheve that the answer 
IS No — that the more precise we become about art, the 
more we have to particularize 
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Nevertheless, we can venture a few generalizations 
We can say that art is a language, a medium of com- 
mumcation Both Wordsworth and Tolstoy defined it in 
this sense and m almost identical terms To evoke m 
oneself a feelmg one has once experienced and having 
evoked it m oneself then by means of movements, lines, 
colours, sounds, or forms expressed m words, so to transmit 
that feelmg that others express the same feelmg — that is 
the activity of art (Tolstoy) But the trouble about 
such a definition is that it uses another undefined term — 
m this case the word feelmg ’’ When it comes to the 
pomt, Tolstoy wants to censor the artist’s feelmgs, and 
he is back agam to his social or political prejudices I 
think it will be found that the only umversal quality m 
art is beauty, but we must be careful to admit that this is 
a purely formal quahty and m no sense a moral one 
It IS this quahty m art which causes it to outlast the social 
systems and rehgious motives m whose service it ongmated 
On this aspect of the question the great historian Jakob 
Burckhardt has written the final words ‘‘ From the world, 
from time and nature, art and poetry draw images, eternally 
vahd and umvcrsally mteUigible, the only perdurable 
thing on earth, a second, ideal creation, exempt from the 
lumtations of mdividual temporahty, an earthly immor- 
tahty, a language for all the nations ” This does not 
mean that we must neglect the ideological and functional 
aspects of art these are, mdeed, the essential stimuh 
without which no art will come mto bemg But as Burck- 
hardt also said Art boimd down to facts, still more 
to thoughts, IS lost ” Alas, that so many theorists, especially 
on the pohtical left, should now be busy bmdmg art 
down either to thoughts or to facts » 
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7 Henry James 

In one of his letters Henry James contemplated a volume 
which woxild unite all the prefaces which he wrote for 
the definitive New York Edition of his works They 
oughtj collected together to form a sort of compre- 

hensive manual or vade mecum for aspirants in our arduous 
profession Still, it will be a long time before I shall 
want to collect them together for that purpose and furnish 
them with a final Preface He was fated never to do so, 
but twenty years after his death it was done for him by 
a young American critic ^ 

As the story of a story, each preface has its dramatic 
interest and those who have not read the stones m the 
hght of each preface have missed half the enjoyment to 
be got horn them The recogmtion of the germ of a 
story — some casual encounter, some dinner-table anec- 
dote, some observed mcident , the growth of the germ 
in the warmth of the imagmation , its attraction to itself 
of sidelights and reflections , its miraculous expansion 
into the very stuff of life, quickened with emotion, vital, 
vivid — all this makes the dramatic mterest of a type of 
narrative unique m the history of hterature Other 
writers have gossiped about their books , only James has 
made mterest beget mterest, form reflect form, to create 
m the end a new genre When one further considers the 
enormous opportunities which such a task offers for self- 
conscious posmg, for conceit and self-pity, for all the 
capering and posturing which a human being naturally 
assumes before a mirror, we can only gasp at the dehcacy 
and decency with which James approached his own image 

The themes which preoccupy James m these prefaces 

1 Henry James The Art of the Novel Cnttcal Prefaces Edited 

by R P Blackmur London (Scribners), 1935 
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relate either to art m general, or to the art of the novel m 
particular It would seem that art in general must be con^ 
sidered on the plan of life m gei;ieral, for art, whatever its 
form, derives its substance from life But the phrase in 
general must not be mterpreted too inclusively Art 
rlaims the whole of life as its field, but once m the field it 
IS selective Art delimits, particularizes, formalizes Such, 
at least, was the faith upon which James acted , and the 
whole problem was for him the problem of carrying out 
this necessary operation without killing the patient The 
patient, mdeed, had to be given new life — ^life lucid, 
mtelhgent, and reformed In a word, bfe was, by means 
of art, to be given a meaning There was life of a sort in 
The Newcomes^ The Three Musketeers^ or War and Peace 

But what [he asked] do such large loose baggy ncion- 
sters, with their queer elements of the accidental and 
the arbitrary, artistically mean We have heard it 
mamtamed, we will remember, that such things are 
‘‘ superior to art , but we understand least of all what 
that may mean, and we look in vain for the artist, the 
divine explanatory gemus, who will come to our aid and 
tell us There is life and life, and as waste is only life 
sacrificed and thereby prevented from counting I 
dehght m a deep-breathmg economy and an organic 
form 

It IS magnificently said, and to all his explanations of 
how he achieved his economy and form the world is willing 
to listen and learn On the commanding centre as a 
principle of composition , on dramatic construction , on 
the nouvelle or long short story as a form , on development 
and continuity , on antithesis of characters , on fore- 
shortening , on narrative m the first person , on these 
and on many other technical matters James is admittedly 
the highest authority But critics who are wiUmg to 
accept his authority in these matters are in the habit of 
somewhat illogically questiomng his right to sweep aside 
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the works of Thackeray, Tolstoy and Dumas They return 
to the question of life and m the name of this imdefined 
entity they are willing to condemn, not only Henry James, 
but the whole tradition of art for which he stood 

Since this question, under the increasing pressure of 
social events, tends more and more to occupy the critical 
consciousness of a younger generation, it deserves a closer 
exammation m the hght of the mobilized intelhgence of 
Henry James Life, for his cntics, is rightly associated 
with econoimc reahties , these realities, they declare, have 
determmed all our values, aesthetic no less than ethical 
and social Their ma terialistic determinism spares no thin g, 
and though they may experience some difficulty m explam- 
ing the actual morphology of art m economic terms, they 
are ready to assert that though some forms are relatively 
static, the public estimation or appreciation of them vanes 
from age to age This is the dialectical method m all 
Its casuistical subtlety, but those who use the method m 
the mterests of a particular conception of society sometimes 
forget that it is a double-edged tool , it merely reduces 
all our judgements to the same level of sceptical relativity, 
and if we are unwillmg to remam m such a state, sets us 
off on a new search for a conception of humamty more 
in accordance with the ground base of history 

In one such work inspired by the method of dialectical 
materialism, Henry James was described as “ an American 
aristocrat who had fled from his savage compatriots, settled 
m the more hospitable land of monarchs and lords, and 
given full vent to his minutious analysis of the most mcon- 
ceivably petty mcidents of life This, which reads like 
an extract firom a comic “ potted history, is offered to 
us m all seriousness, and what must interest the cntics, 
and what would have set Henry James himself off m eager 
speculation, is the nature of the alternative conception of 
hfe and its profundities held by the critic There are, m 
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art^s relation to life, profundities of imaginative symbol and 
allegory wbicb. James did not attempt because be knew 
instmctively that they were not bis genre , but these are 
not alternatives likely to be suggested by our critic, who is a 
Russian We can only conclude that he has m mmd the 
more formidable mass and weight of thmgs and that 
he would have these imported, raw and heavy, into the 
art of fiction But it would be a mistake, and evidence 
of a most superficial knowledge of his work, to assume 
that Henry James had not faced up to this problem, and 
given his most definite reasons for rejectmg what might 
be called the Zolaesque method The preface to 'The 
Prmcess Casamassima is perhaps the most forceful statement 
of his pomt of view, for m that novel he had come as 
near as he was ever to come to the proletarian world and 
Its revolutionary ferment His sense of detachment, of 
exclusion, had to be justified , for it would not be like 
James to pretend to a sympathy which he did not feel 
He j&eely admitted that there existed mysteries (dense 
categories of dark arcana) for every spectator, and it^s 
m a degree an exclusion and a state of weakness to be 
without experience of the meaner conditions, the lower 
manners and types, the general sordid struggle, the weight 
of the burden of labour, the ignorance, the misery and the 
vice But it IS not mere fastidiousness m the artist, not 
m any sense a conscious or unconscious class disdam, which 
leads him to exclude such mysteries from his work, but 
rather an honest recogmtion of his limitations, which 
limitations make the honesty and perfection of the art he 
practises 

In the immediate field of life, for action, for apphca- 
tion, for gettmg through a job, nothing may so much 
matter perhaps as the descent of a suspended weight 
on this, that or the other spot, with aU its subjective 
concomitants qmte secondary and irrelevant But the 
affair of the pamter is not the immediate, it is the 
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reflected field of life^ the realm not of application^ but 
of appreciation — 2i truth that makes our measure of effect 
altogether different 

Between apphcation with its specific task — ethical, eco- 
nomic, or whatever — and appreciation with its purely 
personal logic of intensity, hes the whole difference between 
the outlook of the artist and of all those who m the name 
of dogmatic behef (and it matters not whether it is Marxism 
at one end of the scale or Gathohcism at the other end) 
would bend the artist to some purpose or propaganda 
The mtelhgencc of Henry James never, m all its bnlhance, 
shines out more clearly than m his anticipation of this 
problem, which pohtical circumstances have since made 
the most urgent problem for writers m every country 
There is, of course, a sense m which the whole philosophy 
of mdividuahsm is mvolved , but to sacrifice mdividual 
values IS to sacrifice the very concept of art such as it has 
existed smce the begmmngs of civilization To keep art, 
and to keep mdividuah sm, is to keep the sense of limitation, 
of partiahty, of non-participation The preface already 
mentioned concludes with what James calls a defence of 
his “ artistic position , it might be quoted as a defence 
of the artistic position 

Shouldn’t I find it m the happy contention that the 
value I wished most to render and the effect I wished 
most to produce were precisely those of our not knowing, 
of society^s not knowing, but only guessmg and suspecting 
and trying to ignore, what goes on ” irreconcilably, 
subversively, beneath the vast smug surface ^ I couldn^t 
deal with that positive quantity for itself — ^my subject 
had another too exactmg side , but I might perhaps 
show the social ear as on occasion applied to the ground, 
or catch some gust of the hot breath that I had at many 
an hour seemed to see escape and hover What it all 
came back to was, no doubt, something like this wisdom 
— that if you haven’t/ for fiction, the root of the matter 
in you, haven’t the sense of life and the penetratmg 
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imagination, you are a fool m the very presence of the 
revealed and assured , but that if you are so armed 
you are not really helpless, not without your resource, 
even before mysteries abysmal 


8 Art and War 

It IS a curious fact that war, which has inspired some of 
the greatest hterature of the world, from Homer to Tolstoy, 
has never been the preoccupation of a great pamter 
There are a few famous battle-pieces, but with the possible 
exception of Uccello’s Rout of San Romano ”, they have 
played no important part m the history of art Even 
Uccello’s picture is significant as an exercise m perspective, 
and not as a comment on war Leonardo applied all his 
umque mteUigence to the subject, and painted at least 
one great battle-piece, but as one can see very clearly 
from the remarks he made in his Notebooks, his interest 
was entirely technical and strictly objective “ Show the 
figures m the foregroimd covered with dust on their hair 
and eyebrows and such other level parts as afford the dust 
a space to lodge ” — and so on One feels that Leonardo 
IS rather more mterested m the dust of battle than m its 
terror, and, mdeed, his directions for representmg blood, 
pam and death are equally matter-of-fact It is not until 
the begin n i n g of the seventeenth century, and then m the 
anomalous figure of Jacques Gallot, that the attitude of 
the artist changes, and we get a rendering of a subjective 
reaction to the miseries ” of war I do not know what 
circumstances caused Gallot, rather late m his short life, 
to desert his mannered fantasies for a mordant reahsm 
One would like to think that it was the reaction of a man 
who had been too often importuned, by his royal patrons, 
to give an adventitious glory to their mihtary achievements 
Or IS it merely that from the grotesque, for which he always 
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had a talent, it is only one step to the tragic ^ For what- 
ever reason, Gallot established himself as the first con- 
sistent realist in the depiction of war, and his etchings of 
The Miseries of War ” remam one of the greatest indict- 
ments of man’s mhumamty to man 

Further, Gallot had made a technical discovery — simply 
that, to do justice to the horrors of war, an mcisive medium 
like the etcher’s needle or the pen was necessary and 
loolong forward to the outstanding achievements m this 
sa m e genre of the succeedmg three centuries, we can see 
that for some reason neither the plasticity of pamt, nor 
the permanent eidnbition for which the painted canvas is 
mtended, were suited to such a subject It would be good 
for humamty, perhaps, if representations of its periodical 
descents mto bestiahty could be hung permanently m their 
private rooms and pubhc gallenes but obviously only a 
naasochist would get any pleasure from such a decor Such 
ascetic revelations are secret, and best worn next to the 
skm, like hair-shirts Etchings and drawings are therefore 
appropriate because we can keep them in portfobos, and 
go to them, as the faithful to the confessional — ^and as 
frequently 

When we come to the next, and to the greatest exposer 
of war’s horrors, it is agam the swift and acid Ime of the 
etcher which proves to be the appropriate medium Goya’s 
Desastres ” are not only the most relentless, the most 
true, comments which a genius has ever made on the 
irrational nature of war they are also the highest per- 
fection which the art of etching has ever reached The 
plate seems to be bitten with the tragic essence of the 
theme rather than with a watery acid 

I do not wish to suggest that war, two centuries after 
Gallot’s time, had grown in its power for evil War has 
been equally horrible from its inception, and the distance 
between pain and the release of death cannot be mdefinitely 
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prolonged It is a question of the artist’s power of observa- 
tion — Goya observed more than Gallot observed subtler 
details — not the level parts which afford the dust a space 
to lodge, but the savage twists of agony in human limbs 
and the still more savage twists m atrocious human mmds 
Goya hved to see what he naight possibly have conceived 
to be a more erdightened age, a more pacific era But 
before he died another artist who was to continue his 
tradition was already at work — ^Honore Daumier Dau- 
mier, profound observer as he was of human nature, was 
not so specifically an observer of the realities of the warfare 
waged by human beings as was Goya or even Gallot 
Daumier’s hthographs devoted to the subject of war are part 
of a social satire of far wider scope, and though they can 
be horrible enough, they are generalized — are even, m a 
sense that need not be derogatory, journalistic They are 
much more — ^to use a word from the jargon of our time 
— “ ideological ” than Goya’s etchings Marvellous as 
techmcal achievements, they do not so much reveal the 
nature of war, as the motives of those who wage war 
War for Daumier was essentially pohtical, his subjects 
mainly drawn firom civil conflicts Not that the ferocity 
is thereby abated civil war has horrors all its own, as 
we saw but recently m Spam 


9 George Herbert 

Goi-eridge, who did so much to restore Herbert’s reputa 
tion as a poet, gave him as an example of the neutral ” 
style, by which he meant a style common to both prose 
and verse This did not imply any condemnation of the 
poetic quahty of the poems, which Coleridge rightly con- 
sidered exquisite of their kind ” , it was merely that, 
for a proper appreciation, the kmd needed to be defined 

38 



George Herbert 

Epithets like homely “ quamt and simple which 
have often been used in connection with Herbert's poetry, 
had led to the quite erroneous assumption that the style 
was artless The most often quoted of his poems, “ Virtue 

aided this assumption, for it is not representative So did 
the pious devotion of John Wesley, who, an enthusiast m 
a century of neglect, cut down Herbert’s mtncate metrical 
patterns to the Procrustean bed of Common, Long, and 
Short Measure, all of them iambic, to fit them for singing 
to familiar tunes ” Coleridge put an end to this fallacy, 
and smce Coleridge’s day, and particularly m our own 
time, a just appreciation of Herbert’s craftsmanship has 
become fairly general 

We can best define Herbert’s kind of poetry by a few 
contrasts He is usually described as a follower of Donne, 
but he has none of Donne’s intensity, and little of his 
metaphysical complexity Herbert’s ideal of life, as set 
forth m one of his prose works, is that of the country 
parson ”, of one who is exceedmg exact in his life, being 
holy, just, prudent, temperate, bold, grave m all his ways ”, 
and these same words might be used to describe the spirit 
of his verse, while the parson’s knowledge and preaching 
are its content But agam we must not suppose that the 
virtues are aspects of personal simphcity Herbert had 
thought deeply and ongmally on rehgious issues The 
simplicity was an ideal to be achieved in expression, not 
in the mental processes themselves 

The simplicity of his style is due, first to an economy 
of imagery, and then to a conversational ease of diction 
It IS the modem habit to crowd as many images mto a 
poem as raisins into a plum-puddmg Herbert, by con- 
trast, will take a single image and exploit all its potentialities 
m a poem of considerable length Indeed, the whole of 
bis poetry is but the extension of one image, the Temple, 
or Church, its furnishings and usages 
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Partly as a result of sustaining a single image over a 
number of stanzas, the diction of the poem tends to be 
sequential, linked to the logical development of an argu- 
ment for which the long sentence, compact with relative 
or qualifying clauses, is most appropriate Such sentences? 
and such arguments, are convincing m thq degree that 
they are direct and mtimate It is for this reason that 
Herbert’s poems are very good to recite, by anyone who 
cares to discover their inherent melody 

Deare Friend, sit down, the tale is long and sad 
And m my famtmgs I presume your love 
Will more comphe then help A Lord I had 
To him I brought a dish of fruit one day 

It IS dehcious ”, as Coleridge said of one of these poems 
And yet sometimes very subtle, as m the poem Coleridge 
had in mind, The Flower ” 

How fresh, O Lord, how sweet and clean 
Are thy returns ^ ev’n as the flowers m sprmg , 

To which, besides their own demean. 

The late-past frosts tributes of pleasure bring 
Grief melts away 
Like snow in May, 

As if there were no such cold thmg 

No other poet imtil Hopkins came would have ventured 
to place four successive stresses in a Ime, thereby achieving 
such a pleasing and unexpected variety of rhythm 


I o Cezanne 

C^fezANNE was a man of a very clear and defimte mtelli- 
gence, who early in life decided to devote himself to 
particular aims and who from that time allowed nothmg 
to mterfere with his career Certain things he dehberately 
excluded from his life — ^politics, for instance, and almost 
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every kind of personal attachment It is true he procured 
a wife^ but procured ’’ is the only word for a convenient 
alhance which he never allowed to stand in the way of 
his pamting He made a few friends — Ca m ille Pissarro^ 
for example^ and Gasquet and VoUard , but it is typical 
of the man that his best friends were two or three school- 
fellows^ the chief of these bemg Zola One of the earhest 
letters which Zola wrote to his friend from Pans shows 
clearly how well Zola understood his friend, but how little 
he appreciated the significance of his qualities ** Shall 
I tell you something ^ — above all don’t get angry — you 
lack character , you have a horror of exertion of any 
kmd, m thought as well as m deed , your great prmciple 
IS to let things slide, and to pick them up again at random ” 
Zola wrote a fuller analysis to their common finend Bailie, 
which IS even more to the pomt 

To convmce Cezanne of anythmg is hke trying to 
persuade the towers of Notre Dame to dance a quadrille 
He might say yes, but he would not budge a hair’s 
breadth And remember that age has mcreased his 
stubbornness, without giving him reasonable material to 
be stubborn about He is made all of a piece, rigid 
and hard , nothing bends him, nothing can drag a 
concession from him He will not even discuss his 
thoughts , he has a horror of arguments, firstly because 
talkmg IS tinng, and also because he imght have to 
change his opimon if his opponent were m the right 
I had hoped that age would modify him a httle But 
I find him the sajne as I left him So my Ime of action 
IS very simple never to impede his fancy , at most 
to give him advice very mdirectly , to put the fate 
of our friendship at the mercy of his own good nature, 
never to force his hand to clasp mme , m a word, to 
efface myself completely 

But Zola could not efface himself — the self which he 
became under the drive of the ** character ” which he 
possessed m abundance, but which Cezanne so evidently 
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lacked For there is no contradiction between Cezanne’s 
lack of character, and the consistency of his personality 
Cezanne knew that he possessed what he himself called 
temperament ” , and he knew that “ it is only the 
imtial force, td est temperament, that can carry one to 
the goal one is seekmg ” His gemus lay precisely in his 
reahzation of that fact, and m his determination to preserve 
his “ temperament ” from all the fixations of a man of 
character such as Zola But it is only by virtue of such 
fixations that worldly success can be gamed Zola gamed 
it — gamed it to such a degree that Cezanne no longer 
felt comfortable m his house The great friendship came 
to an end in 1886, and there is still no first-hand evidence 
to account for the break VoUard’s story rings true, 
however He quotes Cezanne as saymg 

No harsh words passed between us It was I who 
stopped gomg to see Zola I was not at my ease there 
any longer, with the fine mgs on the floor, the servants, 
and fimile enthroned behind a carved wooden desk 
It all gave me the feelmg that I was paymg a visit to 
a minister of state He had become (excuse me. Mon- 
sieur VoUard — I don’t say it m bad part) a dirty 
bourgeois 

All Cezanne’s qualities — ^his stubbornness, his morbid 
fear of entanglements, his respect for authority, his timidity 
m the presence of women — all were a reflection of his 
mward sensitiveness, his respect for his own sensations, 
his determination to realize ” these sensations, m all their 
uniqueness and mtegnty At the age of thirty-five he 
wrote to his mother 

I am beginning to find myself stronger than any of 
those around me, and you know that the good opimon 
I hold of myself has not come to me without good reason 
I must go on workmg, but not m order to attain a 
finished perfection, which is so much sought after by 
imbeciles And this quality which is commonly so much 
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admired is nothing but the accomplishment of a crails- 
man, and makes any work produced m that way martistic 
and vulgar T must not try to finish anything except for the 
pleasure of making it truer and wiser 

If that last sentence which I have italicized is meditated 
upon, 3t will be found to contain the whole secret of Cezanne 
— the reason why in his qmet way he gave birth to the 
greatest revolution m art smce Giotto ^ and the reason 
why his finend Zola gave birth to nothing but a mountam 
of dead hterature 

If we are to measure the greatness of artists by their 
influence on their successors, it is already sufidciently clear 
that Cezanne surpasses all his contemporaries, and that 
by means of Cezanne France made one of the decisive 
contributions to modern civilization Cezanne was the 
founder of a. new epoch m pa inting The general nature 
of achievement has been called neo-classicism a 
term which conveys a notion of revivalism and reaction 
quite foreign to Cezanne’s nature It is true that Cezanne 
used certam phrases which seem to mdicate that he pre- 
ferred the methods of Poussm to those of the Impr^iomsts, 
but when we look carefully at these reported saymgs, 
they are seen to mvolve a criticism of Poussm no less than 
of Cezanne’s contemporaries ** Vivifier Poussm sur 
nature ”, for example, imphes that Poussm’s method 
must be vivified, made more vital, by means of the study 
of nature Redevenir classique par la nature, c’est-a-dire 
par la sensation ” imphes that classicism, as commonly 
xmderstood, fails to make a direct sensational approach 
to nature The ideal of perfection which is the ideal of 
classicism — that Cezanne accepted , but the ideal must 
not be conceived mtellectually, nor is it to be attamed by 
academic rules It must be a direct product of the con- 
templation of nature 

Cezanne’s problem was in the first instance a per- 

43 



A Goat of Many Colours 

sonal one As a youth he was what is commonly called 
romantic — that is to say, his thoughts were directed 
to a world of ideal creatures, mostly derived from imagm- 
^tive hterature One of his early pictures is a copy of 
a very Byromc Prisoner of GhiUon ” m the local museum 
at Aix another composition of the same tune represents 
a wmged figure (Inspiration) kissmg the brow of a sleepmg 
poet According to the superficial view, such pamtmgs 
represent an adolescent phase which the poet gradually 
outgrows , but actually similar subjects, treated in a very 
different manner, crop up at every stage of Cezanne’s 
career , the series of “ Baigneuses ” which he pamted 
in his last years are directly related to the romantic com- 
positions of his youth The truth is that there existed m 
Cezanne, as m every great, artist, a strain which may be 
called variously romantic, or idealistic, or transcendental 
But when he began to pamt, Cezanne found that this strain, 
m Itself, did not mduce a good techmque of paintmg 
It led to fluidity, sentimentahty, artifice and compromise 
He therefore began to pamt objectively — to paint ina nim ate 
objects (still-hfe), landscapes (more particularly rocks and 
buildmgs, things with a definite structure) and portraits 
He soon discovered that he was committed to an endless 
discipline — ^that the task of “ realizing ” the objective 
nature of natural objects in terms of pamt and canvas 
was one which had scarcely been begun by the artists 
of the past More particularly, he discovered that there 
was an mtimate Imk between form and colour in nature — 
that the pamter could not contemplate nature under 
these two aspects separately, but that he must design in 
colour In other words, precision of design does not exist 
as a thing in itself, but depends on harmony of colour 
Such IS the nature of the revolution which Cezanne 
brought about — ^perhaps m itself a technical matter which 
only pamters and connoisseurs can fully appreciate But 
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Cezanne did not imply that pamting should stop with the 
solution of this problem He wished to apply his basic 
technique to the pamtmg of ideal compositions , and the 
great art of the future, as he conceived itj would be one 
which employed this technique — based on the objective 
study of nature — the pamtmg of poetic or hterary subjects 
in the manner of Poussm Cezanne himself did not hve 
to achieve such a complete art , and though his work has 
had an incalculable influence on the art of his successors, 
it IS certam that none of them has come any nearer to it, 
with the possible exception of Picasso Iromcally enough. 
It was one of the superficial aspects of Cezanne’s art which 
was to have most influence His reduction of objects to 
their essential planes and the harmonization of the colour 
relations of these planes produced a geometrical effect 
which was then imitated for its own sake and resulted in 
the phase known as Cubism From Cubism has developed 
the present school of abstract or constructive art, and by 
way of reaction to this development we have had the ex- 
treme romanticism of superrealism The ideal still remains 
the same a synthesis of these two extremes It is unlikely 
that we shall ever return to the poetic themes which inspired 
Poussin , but if an essentially modem poetry could be 
realized with the acute sensational lucidity which Cezanne 
felt before nature, a new stage m the history of art would 
have been reached The significance of Cezanne is that 
he made such an eventuality credible 

There remains a charge which must, m spite of all his 
greatness, be brought against Cezanne the cha r ge that 
he lacked, in life no less than m his art, mventive imagina- 
tion In general (and a rare exception hke the Sctee 
fantastique ” only makes the fact more evident) Cezanne’s 
work is completely devoid of fantasy , it is even devoid 
of what, m the work of a pamter like Giorgione, we may 
call poesy It is irrelevant to argue that these are non- 
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plastic or literary qualities Criticism which limits itself 
to the medium is merely elementary In the end we are 
concerned with^the mterpretation of experience, and from 
this pomt of view we are entitled to object that the very 
notion of nature or ‘‘ reality ** to which Cezanne con- 
fined himself was an arbitrary one, typical of the scientific 
and social ideology of his time 


1 1 The Prelude in Wartime 

It would be hypocntical of me to suggest that I have habitu- 
ally turned to Wordsworth’s Prelude for solace or inspiration 
m a time of umversal horror and despair , as a matter of 
fact, I am too sadly busy to turn to any book in the leisurely 
manner imphed in such a claim But I am continually 
aware of the presence of this poem , I have several editions 
of It at hand, and certainly there is no other poem m 
the English language to which I would so confidently 
refer my friends for that reammation which only the best 
philosophical poetry can give us I do not suggest that 
the poem has any particular bearing on the war, on the 
problems of modem pohtics, or on the future of the world 
Its philosophical message is at once too mdividualistic and 
too universal for such ready apphcation The poem has, 
of course, its historical significance It stands at the nud- 
point of a revolution as significant as the one we are now 
endurmg It is the autobiography of a poet who was then 
a revolutionary, and nothmg that Wordsworth could sub- 
sequently do to the poem could alter its revolutionary 
significance Wordsworth, in fact, more than Shelley or 
Byron, represents the revolt against the literary and political 
deals of a century But equally he can be described as 
lookmg forward over a century, and givmg that century, 
the mneteenth, new poetic and philosophical ideals 
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The Prelude occupies an integral position m the period 
which saw the rise of the Romantic Tradition Begun 
by Wordsworth in 1798 and completed ih 1805^ it was 
not published until 1850 I shall consider presently the 
reasons which led Wordsworth to hold back the poem, but 
it should be realized that the Prelude was never put aside 
as m any sense unworthy of pubhcation During the 
whole of the fifty years between the first and final version, 
the poet went on revisir^ his manuscript, and there exist 
no less than five almost complete versions, besides several 
drafts of separate parts of the poem All these may be 
studied m the great critical edition of the Prelude edited 
by Ernest de Selmcourt, a volume which is indispensable for 
anyone who would understand not only this poem and its 
author, but also the workings of the poetic mmd m general 
It IS natural to ask which of these versions of the Prelude 
is the best one to read Well, outside Professor de Selin- 
court^s edition, there is not much choice, for it is always 
the 1850 version that is printed , and Professor de S elm- 
court himself IS of the opimon that this version is as a 
whole the best one But as a whole ” imphes that m 
parts the other versions are superior, and Professor de 
Selmcourt admits that 

the ideal text of the Prelude would follow no smgle 

manuscript It would retain, firom the eaxhest version 
such familiar details as have any autobiographical 
significance Of purely stylistic changes firom that text. 
It would accept those only which Wordsworth might 
have made had he prepared the poem for the 

press in his greatest period, changes designed to remove 
crudities of expression, and to devdlop or clarify his 
ongmal meamng but it would reject those later 
excrescences of a manner less pure, at times even mere- 
tricious, which are out of key with the spirit m which 
the poem was first conceived and executed Most 
firmly it would reject all modifications of his original 
thought and attitude to his theme 
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The Prelude is a poem of epic length , it has the structure 
and scale of Milton’s Paradise Lost^ but whereas Paradise 
Lost sets out to*justify the ways of God to Man, the Prelude 
has no other aim but to justify William Wordsworth to 
himself It was not, of course, the first time that a poet 
had brought himself into his work , that is a general 
tendency which began with the Renaissance, and Milton 
was largely concerned with himself and his personal 
experiences m a poem like Samson Agonistes But Milton, 
It might be said, had the decency to objectify his self- 
observation — to embody it m a myth, so that we approach 
It mdirectly And that, it might be said, is in general 
the way of art In classical art, at any rate, the personal 
reference is always oblique, implied rather than stated 
openly Wordsworth himself admitted that “ it was a 
thing unprecedented m literary history that a man should 
talk so much about himself”, but the departure from 
precedent was deliberate, and implicit m his theory of 
poetry In the Preface to the Lyrical Ballads you wiU 
find the new principle clearly enunciated Another cir- 
cumstance which distmgmshes these poems, he says, is 
that the feelmg therem developed gives importance to 
the action and situation, and not th^ action and situation 
to the feelmg ” If this prmciple of the primacy of feeling 
IS followed to its logical conclusion, then the fountam of 
feelmg — ^the poet’s own mind — ^becomes the most natural 
of all themes The subtitle of the Preludte is The Growth 
of a Poet’s Mmd ”, and that theme can only be developed 
by descnbmg the actions and situations which had been 
responsible for the mind’s growth None of the usual 
epic themes from mythology or national history could be 
rehed on to generate the same degree of feelmg Beyond 
the poet’s experiences there was, mdeed, another theme 
to which this poem was, asi ts title mdicates, but a prelude , 
that larger work was to be “ a moral and philosophical 
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poem, the subject whatever I find most interesting m 
Nature, Man, and Society ” — ^but it is still a personal 
theme — ^what 7, the poet, find mterestmg, moral and 
philosophical ideas on Man, Nature and Society, my 
personal vision of the umverse One has only to compare 
this conception — a conception which mcludes not only 
the Fr elude ^ but the greater philosophical poem that was 
never completed — one has only to compare this conception 
of Wordsworth’s with Dante’s Divine Comedy to see what 
some people would call the onginality, and others the 
enormity, of the undertaking Dante, it is true, also 
introduces himself mto his epic — ^that only makes the 
comparison more mterestmg But Dante is merely there 
as a spectator, as an eye-witness His aim as a poet is 
not to express his personal vision of the universe, but to 
incorporate m one mclusive and unified allegory all the 
diverse elements of the thought and aspirations of his 
tim es His poem is therefore a synthetic view of the 
umverse, and he himself only obtrudes to give umty of 
perception and feelmg to this synthesis He does not 
altogether succeed , his poem, as a great Italian cntic? 
Francesco de Sanctis, has said, “ is too largely composed 
of thought — crude scholastic thought, or else ornamented, 
indeed, by imagery, but by imagery without sufficient 
strength to overcome its abstractness ” Dante’s very 
shortcomings, insignificant as they are in view of the 
magmtude of his achievement, are nevertheless an adequate 
excuse for a poet, five himdred years later, trying out 
another method But let us realize very fully how different 
that method was , let us realize, too, that it was a complete 
failure Neither Wordsworth nor any other poet of the 
Romantic Movement ever succeeded in expressmg m a 
poem what Coleridge used to call the totality of a 
system ” What Coleridge demanded of such a poem was 
the colours, music, imaginative life, and passion of 
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poetry , but the matter and arrangement of philosophy , 
not doubtmg from the advantages of the subject that the 
totality of a s^^stem was not only capable of bemg har- 
monized with, but even calculated to aid, the unity of a 
poem ” But that is precisely what we must doubt — ^we 
must doubt whether the rational processes mvolved m the 
elaboration of a system of philosophy can ever be recon- 
ciled with the emotional processes mvolved m the creation 
of a poem The truth is that poetry — ^indeed, all art — 
accepts contradictions , it is an irrational activity whose 
only object is to seize and enhance the objective sensuous 
elements of life m a reality which is orgamc, and not in 
a wholeness which is logical 

We must therefore fall back upon the purely auto- 
biographical significance of the Prelude^ and though it 
may incidentally express a philosophy which was Words- 
worth’s own, we need not consider it as m any sense a 
philosophical poem It is a poem about the childhood, 
adolescence and early manhood of a poet It teaches us 
more about the psychology of the poet than about Man, 
Nature and Society And if it is read from this pomt 
of view, it is, apart from all its poetic values, a fascinating 
document, equal m mterest, I would say, to the Confessions 
of Rousseau But that, perhaps, is another comparison 
which IS worth pursuing for a minute There is one par- 
ticular m which the Prelude falls short of the Confessions — 
It IS not so firank Both these authors were men of strong 
moral mclinations Both had committed what they 
regarded as moral indiscretions, if not crimes , both were 
tortured with feelmgs of remorse But whereas Rousseau 
exposed himself relentlessly, if not always truthfully, 
Wordsworth played a game of hide and seek, not only 
with the world, but with his conscience The original 
version of the Prelude mcluded a disguised account of 
Wordsworth’s liaison with Annette Vallon Wordsworth 
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evidently felt that this episode, m the body of his auto- 
biographical poem, was too revealing, so he deleted it, 
and published it separately in 1820 as the stoly of Vavdracour 
and Julia This is not the only evasion m the published 
version of the Fr elude , by many small but subtle changes 
Wordsworth sought to disguise his youthful ideas on 
pohtics and rehgion We can have no objection to Words- 
worth^s change of opimons — ^it is a natural process in 
a man who hves so long We cannot object to the appear- 
ance of these revised opmions m his later work , but what is 
mexcusable is that m an autobiographical work an old 
man should falsify the feelings and eispirations of his youth 
Here let me say a few words about those feelings and 
aspirations I beheve that m his deepest mtmtions Words- 
worth reached a position nearer to Eastern philosophy than 
that of any other European poet That philosophy is 
perhaps expressed more completely m Hie Recluse and in 
Ode Intimations of Immortality^ but there is an early expres- 
sion of It m the first book of the Prelude^ which is short 
enough to quote 

Wisdom and Spirit of the umverse ’ 

Thou soul that art the eternity of thought. 

That givest to forms and images a breath 
And everlastmg motion, not m vam 
By day or star-hght didst thou mtertwme for me 
The passions that build up our human soul , 

Not with the mean and v^gar works of man. 

But with high objects, with enduring things — 

With life and nature, punfymg thus 
The elements of feeling and of thought. 

And sanctifying, by such disciplme. 

Both pam and fear, until we recognize 
A grandeur in the beatmgs of the heart 

This early philosophy of Wordsworth’s is usually de- 
scribed as pantheistic, and this ambiguous word must 
perhaps suffice to describe what is a very personal vision 
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Pantheism is the doctrine that divmity is immanent in 
the umversCj but Wordsworth’s mysticism is more positive, 
more constructive than this The spirit immanent in the 
iimverse is formative, dynamic, even aesthetic The mmd 
of man ”, Wordsworth wrote m the early version of the 
Prelude is fram’d even like the breath and harmony of 
music ” , and m the final version this passag’e took the 
form of those famous lines beginning 

Dust as we are, the immortal spirit grows 
Like harmony m music , there is a dark 
Inscrutable workmanship that reconciles 
Discordant elements, makes them clmg together 
In one society 

“ In one society ” — that is the point At the begmnmg 
of the century Woidsworth had reached by intmtion a 
conception of the harmonic structure of the universe for 
which the scientific basis has been piovided by modern 
physics It is possible that he was inspired to some extent 
by a theologian of whose works he was to express strong 
disapproval when he became more orthodox — I mean 
William Paley, whose Natural Theology was published m 
1802, just at the time when Wordsworth was writmg his 
first version of the Prelude A study of Wordsworth’s 
relationship to Paley would, I suspect, be very rewarding 
But what I would like to suggest here is that a natural 
affimty exists between Wordsworth’s mysticism and the 
religious conceptions of Taoism and Buddhism I do not 
suppose that there was any direct connection, though 
through the medium of Coleridge almost any religious or 
philosophical influence m the world might have been 
brought to bear on Wordsworth 

Let me now turn rather abruptly to another aspect of 
the Pi elude — what might be called its technical achieve- 
ment Wordsworth had meditated very profoundly on 
the technique of verse — ^his Preface to the Lyrical Ballads 
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IS the greatest contribution to poetic theory in our language 
We may therefore be sure that his choice of blank verse 
for his prmcipal work was very dehberate Now blank 
verse — ^the very name is forbiddmg — ^is a tricky medium 
of expression It very easily degenerates into prosmess^ 
banahty and insipidity, or into an artificiahty due to a 
desire to avoid these faults Wordsworth did not avoid 
any of these faults, but it is remarkable m so long a poem 
how rarely the diction descends to flatness and bathos 
For the most part it pursues a course of heightened expres- 
sion which, while not inspired, is what he aimed at — a 
selection of the real language of men m a state of vivid 
sensation adapted to metrical arrangement But 

frequently it becomes something more than this The 
metre remains the same, the words are not noticeably 
different, but by gradual and imperceptible degrees a new 
tone or mtensity is developed We might apply to Words- 
worth a remark Coleridge once made of Dryden — that his 
gemus was of the sort that catches fire by its own motion , 
his chariot wheels get hot by drivmg fast ” But lights 
rather than heaty is the quality generated by Wordsworth 
Many famous passages could be quoted m illustration, but 
here I would hke to draw attention to a few Imes which 
may not be so famihar because Wordsworth discarded 
them from the final version of the Prelude (Book IV) pre- 
sumably because they expressed an animal delight of which 
he had grown ashamed He is descnbmg a walk by night 
along a public road, which in its deserted silence seems to 
assume a qmetness deeper than pathless sohtudes He 
slowly mounted up a steep ascent 

Where the road’s watery surface, to the ridge 
Of that sharp rismg, ghtter’d m the moon. 

And seem’d before my eyes another stream 
Creeping with silent lapse to join the brook 
That murmur’d m the valley 

53 



A Goat of Many Colours 

He then describes how his exhausted mind, worn out by 
toil, was m a listless state, and aU unworthy of the deeper 
joy'that awaited him Then comes the passage to which 
I am referring 

Thus did I steal along that silent road. 

My body from the stillness drinkmg m 
A. restoration like the calm of sleep. 

But sweeter far Above, before, behmd. 

Around me, all was peace and sohtude, 

I look’d not roimd, nor did the sohtude 
Speak to my eye , but it was heard and felt 
O happy state ' what beauteous pictures now 
Rose m harmonious imagery — they rose 
As from some distant region of my soul 
And came along like dreams , yet such as left 
Obscurely mmgled with their passing forms 
A consciousness of animal delight, 

A self-possession felt m every pause 
And every gentle movement of my flame 

This is not so absolutely poetic as a passage which occurs 
a page earher, in which Wordsworth describes an early 
walk home across the fields after a mght of dancing, 
gaiety and mirth 

Magnificent 

The moimng rose, in memorable pomp. 

Glorious as e’er I had beheld — ^in front. 

The sea lay laughing at a distance , near. 

The solid mountains shone, bright as the clouds, 
Gram-tmctur’d, drenched m empyrean light , 

And in the meadows and the lower groimds 
Was all the sweetness of a common dawn — 

Dews, vapours, and the melody of birds. 

And labourers gomg forth to till the fields 

That IS one of the supreme moments of English poetry, 
iTigpif fft in every syllable and accent ' But I would ask 
the reader to study the first passage I have quoted, and 
others it It is not so bright, but then it is not descnb- 
mg such concrete things It is subjective, expressing a 
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State of mind And therem lies Wordsworth's umqueness 
and the source of his endurmg influence I could find 
many a passage m English poetry to rival ^llie description 
of the mormng walk — Spenser, m Shakespeare, in 
Keats But I know of no poet who could describe so 
well that distant region of the soul " which was moved 
by the mystery and sohtude of the midnight walk 


12 Bosch and Dah 

Bosch 3 who was active between 1470 and 1510, seems 
to have a fair claim to have invented a type of fantasy 
which Brueghel was to popularize Brueghel, no doubt, 
gave this fantasy a broader basis of humour and humanity, 
and was m other respects a greater artist than Bosch , 
but this particular kin d of fantasy of which I am speaking 
has a much more positive and original character m the 
works of its ongmator Though always full of exquisite 
mvention, the majority of Bosch’s pictures belong to the 
realistic school of that tune , that is to say, they represent 
their themes (generally rehgious themes) m the lowly 
terms of the pamter’s own life and environment A scene 
like the Adoration of the Magi ” is set outside a dilapi- 
dated Dutch bam, the landscape m the backgroimd is 
North Brabant, and though the Dutch town in the distance 
meant to represent Bethlehem has a fantastic temple m 
the middle of it, m front of the tfemple is a very Dutch 
wmdmiU The various personages ul these scenes (except, 
perforce, Balthasar) are local peasants, selected with an 
obvious bias towards the grotesque This bias, this itch 
to caricature humanity, is no doubt present firom the 
beginning Caricature is perhaps always based on a con- 
tempt for the world or for the mass of humamty, and 
such a contempt for this world, we might expect, would 
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lead to a conresponding belief m the world beyond But 
to a realist of Bosch’s type, the most real part of the world 
beyond would-be the Devil and all his works In any case, 
what we may fairly assume to be the later work of Bosch 
shows a preoccupation with themes which give full vent 
to the world of evil — the Temptation of St Anthony (his 
favourite subject), St Jerome m the Desert, St John on 
Patmos, the Last Judgement, Hell itself — these are the 
subjects which inspired his most characteristic works 
A vivid realization of the supernatural world was, of 
course, common to the whole of the Middle Ages, but 
most of the pictorial representations of it stop at the 
grotesque and the horrible Bosch went beyond, to the 
irrational Most of his pamtmgs of this kmd are too 
detailed to reproduce well, but a mere enumeration of 
some of the incidents is enough to convey the exceptional 
nature of his fantasy The best example to take is the 
large altarpiece m the Escorial, a triptych showmg a 
Venusberg or Garden of Delights m the centre, with 
Paradise on the left and Hell on the right In the middle 
panel, for example, we find m one section a scene by a 
nver bank , under the water is an egg from which a round 
wmdow has been cut, out of which a man peers down a 
tube of glass at a mouse just entering the tube From 
the other end of the egg grows a strange plant whose 
flower expands mto a vemed bubble withm which is 
seated a pair of naked lovers At the side of the flower 
another figure caresses a giamt owl, whilst above, other 
naked figures sit m attitudes of despair on giant wood- 
peckers, bullfinches and other birds In Hell we seei a 
naked figure spreadeagled on a harp , the harp grows 
out of a lute, round which a snake twmes and binds in 
Its coils a naked man In a pulpit a bird-headed monster 
IS seated, its feet m jugs, eatmg a naked corpse from which 
fly off black birds , the feet of the corpse gnp what looks 
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like an inverted powder-h.om Below the pulpit hangs a 
bubble, from which a figure half-emerges above an open 
pit A man caressing a pig is disturbed by a fabulous 
msect with human hmbs and a crest from which a severed 
human foot is hangmg This is only a haphazard selection 
from hterally hundreds of equally fantastic details By 
comparison the fantasy of Salvador Dah is feeble, or, shall 
we say, sparmg 

Those who are not mchned to take Dah seriously will 
probably draw a distmction between the nature of the 
inspiration m each case It is doubtful, however, if such 
a distinction is worth much Dah, for exa mp le, pamts a 
lady’s shoe with a glass of milk standing inside it — ^he often 
uses the lady’s shoe motive Those who are fa mili ar 
with the writings of psychoanalysts will remember that the 
shoe IS one of the most frequent of the sexual symbok that 
occur m dreams , and most of Dali’s motives are recog- 
mzable symbols of this sort It will be said, therefore, that 
Dah IS constructmg dehberately, objectively, the kmd of 
fantasy which came to Bosch naturally, subjectively Only 
Dah himself could say to what extent he is dehberately 
makmg use of Freudian symbolism , but I doubt if his 
use of it is any more dehberate than Bosch’s use of similar 
symbolism (for no psychoanalyst could fail to character^e 
much of Bosch’s symbolism as sexual) I t hink the most 
we could say is that Bosch would not have had a psycho- 
logical vocabulary to describe what he was domg, and that 
to the extent to which our thoughts depend on our vocabu- 
lary Bosch was innocent of his mtention But m the 
modem jargon, both Dah and Bosch are resortmg for their 
fantasy to the unconscious , it does not seem to matter 
very much how they got there 

The similarity between the two artists is still closer 
The g» tTn of the superreahsts, as Max Ernst has recently 
declared, is not merely to gam access to the unconscious 
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and to paint its contents m a descriptive or realistic way 
nor IS It even to take various elements dBrom the unconscious 
and with therh construct a separate world of fancy , it is 
rather their aim to break down the barriers both physical 
and psychical, between the conscious and the unconscious, 
between the inner and the outer world, and to create a 
superreahty m which real and unreal, meditation and 
action, conscious and unconscious, meet and mmgle and 
dommate the whole of life In Bosch’s case, a quite similar 
mtention was inspired by medieval theology, and a very 
hteral behef m the reahty of the Life Beyond To a man 
of I'tis intense powers of visuahzation, the present hie and 
the life to come. Paradise and Hell and the World, were 
all equally real and mterpenetrating , they combmed, that 
is to say, to form a superreahty that was the only reahty 
with which an artist could be concerned 

I am not suggestmg that what m Dah takes the place of 
Bosch’s theology is an equally adequate sanction for his 
kmd of pamtmg , apart from a desire to debu n k ” what 
they call the legend of the artist’s special gemus or talent 
(for apparently anybody with an accessible unconscious 
can become a superrealist), and apart ftom a desire to 
destroy the whole of the bourgeois ideology of art, the 
Surrealistes cannot be said to have any theology, and their 
behefe, m so far as they profess any, are materialistic It 
IS true that m his recent autobiography, Dah suggests that 
Europe can only be saved by a return to Gathohcism, but 
one IS remmded of Peguy’s remark “ A rehgion is neces- 
sary for the people — ^this is, m a certain sense, the deepest 
insult that was ever offered to our faith ’ ’ 
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13 The Paradox "of Anarqjiism 

The highest perfection of society is found in the union of order 
and anarchy — proudhok 

It has been the fashion, especially among orthodox 
Marxists, to hold m contempt any theory of pohtics which 
did not justify itself in action, and this emphasis on action 
has often led to a confusion of means and ends — the means 
too often overshadowing the ends and becoming a substitute 
for them The dictatorship of the proletariat, for example, 
at first put forward as a means towards the classless society, 
becomes stabilized m Russia as the sovereignty of a new class 

Anarchism does not confuse means and ends, theory 
and practice As a theory it rehes on reason alone, and if 
the conception of society which it thus arrives at seems 
utopian and even chimerical, it does not matter, for what 
IS established by right reasoning cannot be surrendered to 
expediency Our practical activity may be a gradual 
approximation towards the ideal, or it may be a sudden 
revolutionary realization of that ideal, but it must never 
be a compromise Proudhon was often accused of bemg 
an anarchist m theory, but only a reformist m practice 
he was, m fact, an anarchist all the time, who refused to 
commit himself to the hazards of dictatorship He would 
not play the game of pohtics because he knew that econ- 
omics were the fundamental reahty And so to-day it is 
conceivable that a change m the control of financial credit, 
or a new system of land tenure, might brmg us nearer to 
anarchism than a pohtical revolution which merely trans- 
ferred the power of the state mto the hands of a new set 
of ambitious gangsters 

Anarchism means hterally a society without an arkhos^ 
that IS to say, without a ruler It does not mean a society 
without law and therefore it does not mean a society with- 
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out order The anarchist accepts the social contract, but 
he interprets that contract in a particular way, which he 
beheves to be the way most justified by reason 

The social contract, as expounded by Rousseau, imphes 
that each mdividual in society surrenders his mdependence 
for the co mm on good, with the assumption that only m 
this way can the hberty of the mdividual be guaranteed 
Liberty is guaranteed by law, and law, to use Rousseau’s 
phrase, is the expression of the general will 

So far we are on co mm on ground, not only with Rousseau, 
but with the whole democratic tradition which has been 
built up on the theoretical foundation laid by Rousseau 
Where the anarchist diverges from Rousseau, and from that 
aspect of the democratic tradition which has found expres- 
sion m parhamentary socialism, is m his interpretation of 
the manner m which the general will should be formulated 
and enforced 

Rousseau himself was not consistent on this question 
He was quite convinced that some form of state must 
exist as an expression of the general wiU, and that the 
power invested m the state by general consent must be 
absolute He was equally convinced that the individual 
must retam his hberty^ and that upon the mdividual’s 
enjoyment of hberty depended all progress and civilization 
He realized that as an historical fact the state and the 
mdividual had always come mto conflict, and for a solution 
of this dilemma he fell back upon his theory of education 
If every citizen could be brought up to appreciate the 
beauty and harmony of the laws inherent m nature, he 
would be as mcapable of establishing a tyranny as of endur- 
ing one The society m which he hved would automatic- 
ally be a natural society, a society of free consent m which 
law and hberty are but two aspects of the same reahty 
But such a system of education im plies a pre-existmg 
authority to estabhsh it and that authority must be abs<^lute 
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The system of government recommended by Rousseau m 
The Social Contract is an elective aristocracy rather than 
a true democracy, and to control this aristocrat he imagmes 
a state so small that every mdividual within it would be 
able to watch and criticize the government He probably 
had something like , the Greek city-state m mmd as the 
ideal umt He certainly had no prevision of the vast 
complexes of milli ons of individuals which constitute most 
modem states, and we can be quite sure that he would have 
been the first to admit that his system of checks on authority 
would not work under such conditions 

But his theory of the state^ which has had such a pro- 
found influence on the development of modem socialism, 
has been taken over as apphcable to these vast conglomer- 
ates, and It then becomes a justification for the most 
absolute kmd of authontanams m This danger was 
recognized as long ago as 1815 by Benjamin Constant, 
who described The Social Contract as le plus terrible 
auxihaire de tous les genres de despotisme ’’ 

If what Rousseau calls an aristocratic form of govern- 
ment is mofc or less identical with modem democracy, 
what he calls democracy is more or less identical with the 
modem theory of anarchism, and it is mteresting to see 
why he rejects democracy He does so for two reasons — 
first because he regards it as an executive impossibility 
A people cannot be contmuously assembled to govern 
Itself , It must delegate authority as a mere matter of con- 
vemence, and once you have delegated authority, you no 
longer have a democracy 

His second reason is a typical example of his mcon- 
sistency If there were a people of gods, he says, they could 
govern themselves democratically, but a government so 
perfect is unsuitable for men 

But if democracy is the perfect form of government, it is 
not for one who has proclaimed his faith m the perfectibility 
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of man to restrict it to the gods What is good enough for 
the gods IS all the better for man — as an ideal If the 
ideal exists \v-e must recognize it and strive^ however 
approximately, to attam it 

But the fundamental question m all this sophistry is 
ignored by Rousseau It is the unreahty of the notion of 
the general will There is probably only one issue on 
which a people ever expresses unammous or general will 
the defence of their physical liberty Otherwise they divide 

according to their temperaments, and though these are 
limited m number, they are sufficiently diverse and so 
mutually opposed that in any given geographical area 
they will give rise to mcompatible groups 

On that very account^ say Rousseau and many other 
philosophers, a democracy is impossible 

They are forced to this conclusion because they adhere 
obstmatply to the arbitrary boundaries of the modem 
state — ^boimdanes established by rivers, seas, moimtains 
and military treaties, and not by reason 

Suppose we were to ignore these boundaries, or abolish 
them The realities are, after all, human bemgs with 
certain desires with certam primitive needs These 
hu ma n bemgs, accordmg to their needs and sympathies, 
will spontaneously associate themselves mto groups for mutual 
aid, will vohmtanly organize an economy which ensures the 
satisfaction of their needs This is the principle of mutual 
aid, and it has been explamed and justified with much 
historical and scientific evidence by Kxopotkin It is this 
principle which the anarchist makes the foundation of his 
social order, and upon which he beheves he can build that 
democratic form of society which Rousseau felt was reserved 
for the gods 

It IS not necessary here to repeat the empirical evidence 
for this behef Eu*opotkm’s great book can now be obtained 
for sixpence in the Pengmn Senes, and it is a work whose 
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scholarship is acknowledged by sociologists of all schools 
The diflSculty is not to justify a principle which has sound 
psychological and empirical evidence to support it, but 
to apply this prmciple to the existmg state of society 
This we do tentatively by takmg the volimtary organiz- 
ations which already exist and seeing to what extent they 
are capable of becoming the units m a democratic society 
Such organizations are trade unions, syndicates, pro- 
fessional umons and associations — all those groups which 
crystallize around a human fiinction We then consider 
,the functions which are now performed by the state, and 
which are necessary for our well-being, and we ask our- 
selves to what extent these functions could be entrusted to 
such voluntary organizations We come to the conclusion 
that there are no essential functions which could not thus 
be transferred It is true that there are functions like 
makmg war and chargmg rent which are not the expression 
of an impulse towards mutual aid, but it does not need 
much consideration of such functions to see that they 
would naturally disappear if the central authority of the 
state was abolished 

The mistakes of every pohtical thinker horn Anstode to 
Rousseau have been due to their use of the abstract con- 
ception man Their systems assume the substantial um- 
fomuty of this creature of their imagmations, and what 
they actually propose are various forms of authority to 
enforce iiniforroity on man 

But the anarchist recognizes the umqueness of the person, 
and only allows for organization to the extent that the 
person seeks sympathy and mutual aid among his fellows 
In reahty, therefore, the anarchist replaces the social con- 
tract by the Junctional contract, and the authority of the 
contract only extends to the fulfilling of a specific function 
The pohtical umtanan or authoritarian conceives society 
as one body compelled to uniformity The anarchist con- 
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ceives society as a balancfe or harmony of groups^ and most 
of IS belong to one or more such groups The only diffi- 
culty IS their harmomous interrelation 

But is it so difficult ^ It IS true that trade umons some- 
times quarrel with one another, but analyse these quairels 
and you will find, either that they proceed from causes 
outside their function (such as their different conceptions 
of their place m a non-functional, e g capitalist, society) 
or from personal rivalries, which are a reflection of the 
struggle for survival m a capitalist world Such differences 
of aim bear no relation to the principle of voluntary organ- 
ization and are indeed excluded by that very concept 
In general, trade umons can agree with one another well 
enough even in a capitahst society, in spite of all its mcite- 
ment to rivalry and aggressiveness 

If we go outside our own time to the Middle Ages, for 
example, we find that the functional organization of 
society, though imperfectly reahzed, was proved to be 
quite possible, and its gradual perfection was only thwarted 
by the nse of capitahsm Other periods and other forms 
of society, as Kropotkin has shown, fully confirm the possi- 
bility of the harmonious interrelationships of functional 
groups 

Admitted, it may be said, that we can transfer all the 
economic functions of the state m this way, what about 
other functions — the administration of criminal law, rela- 
tionships with foreign coimtries not at the same stage of 
social development, education, etc ^ 

To this question the anarchist has two rephes In the 
Irst place he argues that most of these non-iiinctional 
ictivities are mcidental to a non-functional state — that 
:Time, for example, is largely a reaction to the institution 
>f private property, and that foreign affairs are largely 
‘conormc m origin and motivation But it is agreed that 
here are questions, such as certain aspects of common law, 
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infant educatipn, public morality, which, may be outside the 
provmce of the functional organizations These, he argues^ 
are matters of common sense, solved by reicrence to the 
innate good will of the community But the co mm unity 
for this purpose need not necessarily be anything so im- 
personal and so grandiose as a state — ^in fact, it will be 
effective m mverse ratio to its size The most ejBfectivc 
commumty is the smallest — ^the family Beyond the family 
is the parish, the local association of men m contiguous 
dwellings Such local associations may form their courts 
and these courts are sufficient to administer a common law 
based on common sense The manor courts m the Middle 
Ages, for example, dealt with all crimes and misdemeanours 
save those committed against the artificial entities of the 
state and the Church 

In this sense anarchism imphes a umversal decentraliz- 
ation of authority, and a umversal simplification of life 
Inhuman entities like the modern city will disappear But 
anarchism does not necessarily imply a reversion to handi- 
craft and outdoor samtation There is no contradiction 
between anarchism and electric power, anarchism and 
air transport, anarchism and the division of labour, anarch- 
ism and mdustnal eflEciency Smee the functional groups 
will all be workmg for their mutual benefit, and not for 
other people’s profit or for mutual destruction, the 
measure of efficiency will be the appetite for fullness of 
hvmg 

There is a further consideration of a more topical and 
more pressmg nature In a remarkable book published 
recently. The Crisis of Civilization^ Alfred Cobban has shown 
that the disasters which have fallen on the Western world 
are a direct consequence of the adoption by Germany of 
the theory of popular or national sovereignty, m place of 
the theory of natural law which had been evolved by the 
rational movement of thought m the eighteenth century 
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known as the Enlightenment German thought, writes 
Mr Cobban, 

r 

substituted historical rights for natural rights, and the 
will of the nation, or the Volk^ for reason as the basis of 
law and government The ultimate result of the 

theory of popular sovereignty was thus the substitution 
of history for ethics This tendency was present m the 
contemporary thought of all countries It has only 
achieved a complete triumph in Germany The dis- 
tmguishmg mark of modem German thought is the 
dissolution of ethics m the Volkgeist , its practical con- 
clusion IS that the state is the source of all morahty, 
and the mdividual must accept the laws and actions of 
his own state as havmg ultimate ethical vahdity 

I will not repeat the detailed evidence which Mr Cobban, 
who IS a professional historian, offers m support of this 
statement, but its truth is obvious enough ‘‘ Sovereignty, 
whether it adopts the democratic, nationalist, or socialist 
disg^uise, or some amalgam of all three, is the pohtical 
religion of to-day It follows that if we are to nd Europe 
permanently of the menace to peace which Germany repre- 
sents, we must first of all refute the German conception of 
sovereignty So long as this conception remains, as a 
national rehgion, there will be a contmual resurgence of 
the instruments of such a policy — armed might and arbi- 
trary aggression 

It was a great German, already alarmed by the tendencies 
then taking shape, as an immediate reaction from the 
French Revolution, who warned his countrymen against 
the monster they were creatmg 

It is thus [wrote Schiller] that concrete mdividual life 
IS extinguished, in order that the abstract whole may 
contmue its miserable life, and the state remams for ever 
a stranger to its citizens, because nowhere does it touch 
their feelings The govermng authorities find them- 
selves compelled to classify, and thereby simplify, the 
multiplicity of citizens, and only to know humanity 
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in a representative form and at second hand Accord- 
ingly they end by entirely losing sight of humarnty^ and 
by confounding it with a simple artificial Creation of the 
understandings whilst on their part the subject classes 
cannot help receivmg coldly laws that address themselves 
so httle to their personahty At length society, weary of 
havmg a burden that the state takes so httle trouble to 
hghten, falls to pieces and is broken up — a destmy that 
has long smce attended most European states They are 
dissolved m what may be called a state of moral nature, 
m which pubhc authority is only one function more, 
hated and deceived by those who think it necessary, 
respected only by those who can do without it ^ 

In these prescient words Schiller stated that antagonism 
between orgamc freedom and mechamcal organizations 
which has been ignored m the pohtical development of 
modem Europe, with results which we see all round us now 
Anarchism is the final and most urgent protest against 
this fate a recall to those prmciples which alone can 
guarantee the harmony of man*s bemg and the creative 
evolution of his gemus 


14 Havelock Ellis 

]VfosT thoughtful people would include Havelock Elhs 
among the significant figures of the last fifty years He 
was born, as he often reminded us, m the year that saw 
the first pubhcation of 'The Origin of Species His first book 
appeared in 1890 and his last one followed exactly fifty 
years later As a scientist he is identified with one rather 
narrow and disturbmg subject — ^the psychology of sex 
As a humanist his interests mclude the whole range of 
human endeavour, and he wrote well on an immense variety 
of hterary and philosophical subjects He was never a 


^ Letters upon the Mstheixcal Education of Man, VT 
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popular author (though the Dance of Life was a best-seller 
in America) but be had a big following He was, m fact, 
a modem prophet, and smce his god was Eros he never 
lacked disciples 

Too many people have a claim to be regarded as the last 
of the Victorians, but it is difficult to imagine a life more 
remote than the one which is so intimately self-revealed m 
Ellis’s autobiography It is the life of a natural historian 
of the old school — not essentially different from that of 
a village botamst collecting his specimens on his sohtary 
walks and patiently classifymg them m a home-made her“ 
banum Havelock Ellis’s specimens came frotn the most 
obscure regions of human behaviour, and merely to 
approach them with a scientific mmd involved the violation 
of our strongest moral and legal taboos Ellis shrank from 
such a pubhc challenge , after the first charge of obscenity, 
he published hxs scientific work elsewhere — in America and 
France , and it was not imtil comparatively recently that 
it became possible to obtain his Studies in the Psychology of 
Sex m his native land He seems to have been timid by 
nature, and perhaps for this reason did not take up the 
normal career of a general practitioner for which he was 
trained He never m his life made a public speech and 
rarely appeared at a public function of any kind He 
refused pressmg and lucrative invitations to visit the United 
States But like other timid men, he had his compensating 
vanity He was proud of his appearance, and tells us with 
complacency that he remmded some of his friends of the 
god Pan, others of Jesus Christ He was also conceited 
about his hterary style, and certainly it is a clear and work- 
manlike instrument But it has no affinity, as he imagined, 
with the exquisite ” prose of Newman , and it can be 
as bad as this ‘‘ But while hdialaga ostentatiously proclaims 
Its really magnificent claims on the health-seeker, there was 
not, then at all events, a single hotel in the city which could 
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even on the surface be acceptable as a liveable residence for 
any but hurried business men He was forced by the 
nature of his work to mvent many neologisms, some of 
which have passed mto general currency , others, like the 
verb to germ we may hope will quickly die Carefully 
written as it is m general — ^it was written at leisurely mter- 
vals over forty years, the author reservmg his finest 
moments ’’ for the purpose — ^his autobiography is never- 
theless frequently redundant and altogether shapeless 
But with all Its faults we may still accept Ellis’s suggestion 
that it IS the most perdurable piece of work ” he left 
behind He himself gave reasons for its failure to attam 
the same degree of general mterest as the three most famous 
autobiographical documents m literature — the Confessions 
of St Augustine y the Confessions of Rousseau and the Memoirs 
of Casanova 

The very quahties of samty and reasonableness, of 
critical impartiahty, of just analytical precision, which 
made the task fascmatmg and possible for me, were 
mcompatible with those qualities which had assured the 
success of Rousseau and Augustme and Casanova, not 
one of whom had so much as conceived the scientific 
spirit applied to life 

Here, unconsciously betrayed, is the clue to the sense 
of unreality which is the final impression left by his Lfe 
It is not that it is not an mtensely smcere document , both 
VAhsi and his wife were mtensely smcere people But their 
very smcerity includes a contradiction, a contradiction 
which perhaps explains the wider crisis of our civihzation 
In general this is the clash of rationahty and instmct , or, 
as Mrs Ellis expressed it m one of her American lectures, 
the problem of “ how to combme sane eugemcs with a fine 
spintuahty ” The background from which Havelock 
Ellis and his wife emerged was mneteenth-century rational- 
the rationalism of Darwm and Huxley, of the 
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Fellowship of the New Life and the Fabian Society But 
rationalism^ for many of these earnest seekers after truth, 
was not enou§h , and they found compensation m senti- 
mentalism Though Ellis himself did not altogether avoid 
this reaction, he had sufficient philosophical knowledge and 
sufficient artistry to give it a clean facade and it is only m 
his confessions that we see what havoc it wrought m his own 
life no less than m the minds of his disciples What is there 
told at great length and with unusual frankness can only 
be glanced at m this note At the age of thirty-two Ellis 
married Edith Lees, who was then secretary to the New 
Fellowship She was a small but extremely vital woman, 
expressing her energy m a score of ways social organiz- 
ation, lecturing, wnting, farming, furmshmg, etc The 
marriage was entered mto very dehberately, very ** ration- 
ally by both parties, and there is no reason to doubt the 
genumeness of their mutual attraction But EUis confesses 
his lack of passionate sexual feelmg for his wife, and she for 
her part soon revealed a predommantly homosexual 
temperament After a few discordant years marital 
relationship m the narrow sense was permanently brought 
to an end Brjt their marriage lasted for twenty-five years, 
until Mrs EUis died a distracted and indeed a mentally 
unstable woman Out of this discordant relationship 
Havelock EUis constructed his philosophy of love — a 
philosophy to which he gives very eloquent expression m 
this book 

Passion transcends sex I shall never belittle the 
great roots of sex m life I know I could not love any 
man as I have loved this woman But I have discovered 
that the sexual impulse of physical attraction may pass 
away and give place to a passion that is stronger than it 
That IS a discovery with a significance for life and for 
the institution of marriage which has not yet been 
measured And I smile when I see the ephemeral 
creatures of a day sneenUg at love We who are not the 
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creatures of a day, who live greatly, and do the work of 
the world, we are moved by love so that, rather than 
behttle love, we would even see a sensg in the final 
extravagance of Dante, and end, as he ends, on the 
omnipotence of love, L’amor che move il sole e Faltre 
steUe ” 

But Dante, whose doctrme of love is so acceptably spiritual, 
knew nothmg of scientific eugemcs He may have had 
to transcend his animality, which is a natural process of 
sublimation But those who, while attempting subhm- 
ation, still chng to a rationalization of their ammahty are 
doomed to the Calvary which EUis says he has endured 
At the end he has to confess that m spite of all the joy and 
ecstasy that has been his, he could almost echo the words 
of Nmon de Lenclos ‘ If I had known what my life was 
to be I would have killed myself® 

Havelock Ellis’s experience of love was by no means 
confined to this tortured marriage, but the timidity which 
assailed him m his social contacts seems to have persisted 
m his more personal relations But m that form (excit- 
abihty) sex seems little to have troubled me I am 

regarded as an authority on sex, a fact which has some- 
times amused one or two (though not all) of my more 
mtimate women friends ” At the same time he t h inks of 
** only as a lover — a lover who has fallen far short 
of perfection ” But m the end the world will probably 
value this man for other quahties for his reasonableness, 
his mteUectual enterprise, his courage It is for others to 
judge the value of his contributions to science Havelock 
Ellis had as his exact contemporary Sigmimd Freud, and 
though he never allowed himself to be jealous of his fellow- 
worker, there can be httle doubt that Ellis’s old-fashioned 
‘‘ natural history has been eclipsed by the brilhant 
analysis and speculation of the rival method However 
tbisi may be, m the wider field of human culture, Elhs has 
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a variety and a grace which would never have been appro- 
priate to a specialist like Freud 

r 

As I look back [he writes towards the end of his Life] 
I seem to see one who was, instinctively and uncon- 
sciously an artist m living, one who used, honestly and 
courageously, the material of such mixed quahty that 
was put mto his hands at the outset and slowly wrought 
the work that Nature and his own natuie — they seemed 
to him one — ^had set him to do, together with his own 
life, into one large and harmonious whole, so that all he 
lived he wrote and all that he wrote he lived 

Begmmng with few advantages, satisfied with modest 
rewards, without worldly ambition, he nevertheless per- 
sisted m the way he had chosen, which was the way of his 
own mchnations His happmess was his work, and he did 
the work for which he thought himself best fitted Though 
his scientific work may gradually be superseded and most 
of his hterary work perish for lack of the final grace, this 
book will endure as the self-portrait of a smgularly mtelh- 
gent human being It is nearer to Montaigne, whom he 
never mentions, than to St Augustine or Rousseau , and 
its greatest lesson is one which no author has ever so well 
revealed The weaknesses and defects were overcome, 
not by any effort of mascuhne protest to create artificially 
what was not there, but by accepting the facts of con- 
stitution and temperament as they come from Nature and 
making of them an act by which failure could be woven into 
success 


15 'The Failure of the War Books 

Young writers who took part m the last war came l^ack 
With one desire to tell the truth about war, to expose its 
horrors, its inhumamty, its mdignity They knew that it 
was no good crymg over spilt blood, no good trying to 
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console themselves or their contemporaries But at least 
they might warn the commg generations All a poet can 
do to-day is wam,’^ wrote Wilfred Owen That is why 
the true Poets must be truthful ” 

It took a few years for a new generation to grow up and 
become war-conscious In the meantime there was no 
public for war poetry or war stories Between 1918 and 
1928 It was almost impossible to publish anythmg realistic 
about war Then came the reaction It was slowly 
mountmg when Remarque wrote AU Qutet on the Western 
Front Remarque, like Owen, wanted to warn the new 
generation He did warn them , so did the film which 
was based on his book So did scores of books that floated 
to success on the tide of All Quut, which itself quickly 
became the best-selling novel of our time 

At first it looked as though the warning had taken effect 
After the spate of anti-war literature, there was the famous 
debate at the Oxford Umon at which an overwhelming 
majority of undergraduates declared that under no circum- 
stances would they ever take up arms The Peace Pledge 
Umon sprang into existence and its membership reached 
hundreds of thousands 

It began to look as though our warning had taken effect, 
but from the beginning there was something specious about 
this youthful pacifism It was based on a negation, 
whereas a true behef is always positive and affirmative 
Further, this negation was the negation of an abstraction — 
war War, thanks to the war books, was vivid enough to 
the imagmation of these young men it was a mgh tm a r e 
of senseless killing But weir acquires its reahty from 
psychological and economic forces, and it is useless to 
protest against war unless at the same tune there is some 
xmderstandmg of the workings of these primary forces and 
some attempt to control them 

But there was no such imderstandmg These forces» 
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gathered momentum and ten years after the publication of 
All Quiet we were at war again Our books may have 
created a few^ extra conscientious objectors^^ but in their 
main purpose, the prevention of another war, they had 
failed 

In asking the reason for this failure it is easy to be wise 
after the event and say that our books were not good enough 
It IS said of All Quiety for example, that it was sentimental 
To some extent the criticism is true, but sentimentality 
was not, for effectiveness, a fault The nearest parallel to 
All Qmet in the past is Uncle Tom^s Cabin That was a much 
more sentimental book than All Quiet:, for that very 
reason it was largely instrumental in bringing about one 
of the greatest reforms m the history of mankind — the 
abolition of slavery The abolition of war is no doubt a 
bigger problem, but if books are to play a part in its solu- 
tion, they will be books at least as sentimental as All Quiet 

We must look for a deeper cause of this failure I 
beheve it can be found m that impulse which is loosely 
known as sadism, but which is surely something rather 
broader than that form of sexual perversion Whatever 
we call It, there is no doubt that there exists in mankind 
a love of vicarious suffering and violence From an early 
age we delight in stories of strife and bloodshed, and any 
attempt to eradicate this interest m children only seems to 
lead to compensatory complexes of a no less disagreeable 
nature In writing our war books we were unwittingly 
ministering to this hidden lust I have myself been struck 
by the fact that one and onlv one of my war poems has 
been extensively quoted in anthologies and reviews — a 
simple but very bitter and horrible poem called The 
Happy Warrior From a literary point of view I am 
sure it IS by no means the best of my war poems, but it has 
had a terrible fascination for many people It expresses 
in an extreme degree the horror of war, and it, and other 
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poems and stones of tlie same kind, should have been an 
effective warning 

As It IS, the suspicion now grows upon me that such 
wntmg was fuel to the inner flames of the war spirit If 
we human bemgs have an irresistible urge to destruction, 
mcludmg an urge to self-destruction, then the imagination 
will feed ravenously on any vivid description of the process 
of destruction War is not a spirit that can be exorcised 
by any form of incantation It is an impulse that must be 
eradicated by a patient course of treatment 

That treatment will be partly social and partly psycho- 
logical That is to say, the necessary psychological treat- 
ment cannot take place m the present order of society, 
which does everythmg to perpetuate the impulses of com- 
petition and power It can only take place m a society 
based on the impulses of mutual aid and service — an order 
of society where all the tendencies are against rivalry and 
the domination of groups or mdividuaJs If these tend- 
encies, which are by no means against the order of nature, 
could be established, then we might reasonably hope to 
eradicate the destructive impulse itself, and to provide 
adequate alternatives for the expenditure of the latent 
psychic energies of mankmd 

I do not underestimate the power of propaganda, whether 
m the form of books or periodicals or the spoken word 
Once It IS m the hands of a single centralized authority, it 
can mould mass opimon to almost any kind of behef It 
can do almost any thin g short of changing human nature 
It cannot alter the basic instmcts of men, and for that 
reason the uniformity it establishes remains insecure, a 
fa9ade of stucco without any supportmg wall Human 
nature can only be changed by environment, genetics and 
other long-term physical factors If we want to make 
mankmd a more peace-loving animal, we must first create 
the right kmd of social mould, the right kmd of family hfc, 
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the right kind of education , and all these things must be 
provided on a world scale, because peace must be umversal 
We must continue to tell the truth about war, as about 
all things But the tellmg must be a confession of shame 
and failure After a second world war either we pensh 
as a civihzation or a new generation will create a new 
literature Not a hterature of reportage, of pride m 
experience, of vicarious suffermg But a literature of con- 

structive imagmation, of social idealism, of positive morahty 
To learn by experience — ^that is the method of the ammal 
In so far as we hope to be more than ammals we must learn 
by what is greater than passive experience — by imaginative 
experiment 


1 6 William Morns 

The centenary of the birth of William Morns m 1934 
called forth an imexpected fervour Perhaps this came 
mainly from people who were old enough when Morns 
died m 1896 to have been influenced by his hving example, 
but I feel that even people of my own generation, who if 
bom then were still m their cradles, look back on this great 
Victorian figure with a keener interest than we give to 
most of his contemporaries 

Perhaps we feel that he at least was exempt from the 
prevaihng vices of that age — ^hypocrisy and complacency 
and however httle sympathy we may have for the actual 
things he made, or for the style he created, we yet recognize 
m the manner of his life and m the prmciples he lived by, 
an idealism which is more than ever necessary W^e reahze 
that Moms rediscovered the artistic conscience^ the most 
essential of all quahties m art 

He was the son of wealthy parents, and was educated at 
Marlborough and Oxford Durmg his first year at Oxford, 
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Ruskin published Hie Stones of Ventce^ and that event (for 
It was more than a book) determmed the rest of Morris’s 
hfe When we have traced the workmgS of Ruskm’s 
doctrmes m the robuster mind and frame of Moms, we 
have explained the general course of ms life ^ any differ- 
ences are temperamental, not mtellectual But though 
Ruskin did sometimes apply his doctrines m an eccentric 
and wasteful fashion, the virtue of Moms is that with all 
his enthusiasm, and m spite of his financial mcapacity, he 
was essentially a practical genius, carrymg theory into 
action, embodying beauty in the thmgs of use, giving 
organization to opimon 

It IS customary to consider Moms m his threefold aspect 
as poet, craftsman, and socialist In this way we break 
down the fundamental unity of the man Perhaps he was 
too normal m his psychology to possess that particular 
concentration of faculties and sensibihties — always a one- 
sided concentration — ^which makes the great artist His 
purpose was rather to show how art entered mto the life 
of a normal man, and entered m no merely passive or 
receptive way The best joy, he felt, was the joy of making 
things, and knowing that you made them well In this 
spirit a man should be able to make all that he needs, not 
only his house and his furmture, his tools and utensils, his 
tapestries and pictures, but even his music and his song , 
and he beheved that the necessary faculties existed m every 
human bemg, and only needed a right ordering of society 
to educate them and make them adequate 

"With such ideals he was led mevilably to oppose the 
development of machinery, and the ugliness and social 
d^radation that was everywhere accompanying that 
development Such unreality as we now associate with 
the name and the works of Morns is due to the defeat 
he suffered m this unequal struggle The machme has 
triumphed, and only now are we beginning to accept 
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that inevitable fact, and to work out an aesthetic and social 
philosophy based on that fact What Morris actually 
achieved, in the design of fabrics, wall-papers, and, above 
all, m typography and books, did have its influence on 
machine-made products , it was a good influence, but 
essentially a superficial one It was mainly in the sphere 
of apphed ornament and decoration, and did not touch the 
more fundamental problems of form 

Towards the end of his life, when he had been brought 
so closely into contact with the reahties of the mdustnal 
situation through his socialistic activities, Morris had to 
modify his attitude towards the machine 

These almost miraculous machines, [he wrote in 
Art and Soctalisrri] which if orderly forethought had dealt 
with them might even now be speedily extinguishing all 
irksome and umntelhgent labour, leavmg us free to 
raise the standard of skill of hand and energy of mmd m 
our workmen, and to produce afresh that lovelmess and 
order which only the hand of man guided by his own 
soul can produce , what have they done for us now 

But that IS still the wrong attitude Machines are more 
than scavengers and coal-heavers Pr^erly conceived, 
they are tools of a precision and power never dreamt of m 
the days of handicraft (the hand which is powerless without 
a tool), and usmg them mteUigently we may yet produce 
a truthful and ongmal style 

There is one further comment to make on Morris’s own 
faith He once summarized his ideals for art m a golden 
rule ”, which has often been quoted “ If you want a golden 
rule that will fit everybody, this is it Have nothmg in your 
houses that you do not know to be useful or beheve to be 
beautiful ” Why, I wonder, did he use the conjunction 
or”, thus makmg a division between a knowledge of the 
useful and a belief m the beautiful ^ Does there not lurk 
under this alternative a false conception of art, a con- 
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ception of art as decoration rather than as fbrm^ a coii- 
ception at the root of all the dreary ugliness of the age in 
which Moms hved ^ 

Thxjis we may criticize the actual doctrines of William 
Morns but what is more fundamental m him — a con- 
ception of life as an aesthetic whole — that is still an ideal 
for which we may admire him greatly^ working out our 
salvation m the idiom of a new age 


1 7 Ben Nicholson 

Ben Nicholson is the most important pamter of the 
modem abstract school now working m England, and 
with Henry Moore he may be fitly held to represent our 
contnbution to the movement which mcludes Picasso, 
Gns, Braque, Leger, Mondrian, Miro, Gabo, Pevsner 
and Brancusi, to mention a few significant names We 
may, therefore, take his work as a test case for considermg 
the value of this movement and its relevance to the future 
of painting 

His development, though it shows some sudden leaps, 
has been contmuous Beginning as an artist, concerned, 
like any other impressionist, with an objective relationship 
to the world aroimd him, he gradually became more and 
more absorbed in the purely formal relations of planes, 
shapes and colours, until finally any direct contact with the 
world of appearances was lost In one of his phases he has 
excluded even colour, bemg satisfied with the mexhaustible 
subtleties of whites and greys, and their harmomes m 
relation to areas, outlines and depths These works are 
not so much pamtmgs as rehefs, carved out of woods like 
walnut and mahogany, or out of synthetic board, and then 
pamted white 

It IS often objected to abstract or constructivist art that 

79 



A Coat of Many Colours 

by definition it must lead to a kmd of stalemate There is 
a logical development from representational art to cubism, 
and firom cubEm to constructivism, but with constructivism 
we seem to be at a dead end, with only a limited number 
of variations to be played on a smgle theme There is 
a story of a composer who committed smcide because he 
suddenly realized that the number of notes m the scale 
bemg fixed, an end must come to the number of per- 
mutations and combmations m which they could be 
arranged — an end, therefore, to the art of music If he 
had been mathematician enough to work out the figure, 
he might have had more courage 

The elements of graphic art are not so limited, but there 
IS an academic kind of abstract art which deliberately 
restricts itself to fixed elements, and by playmg variations 
on these, would seem to exclude both personal sensibihty 
and social reality This mechanical mampulation of 
geometrical elements has nothing m common with the 
constructive vision displayed m the work of an artist like 
Ben Nicholson, and only the ambigmty inherent in the 
word ** abstract could have given nse to such an impres- 
sion If the word is quite rightly used to mdicate an art 
that has renounced any mtention of reproducmg the 
natural appearances of phenomena^ it does not necessarily imply 
a loss of all contact with reahty The basic confusion is 
between two very different thmgs reahty and realism 
Alt, the critics of constructivism say, cannot safely depart 
from nature But what do they mean by nature Actu- 
ally, a philosophical question is involved Nature is either 
an aggregate of facts — the sum of all organic things , or it 
IS the principle of life which animates these things If we 
think of nature m the first, and what we may call the 
objective, sense, and consider the function of art m relation 
to such a conception of nature, then we can conceive art 
only as reproducmg m some way the specific facts That 
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IS, indeed, the kin d of relation between art and nature 
which most people seem to want , but they should realize 
that what they thus get is not the reahty, bur merely the 
appearances of nature If, on the other hand, we take the 
subjective conception of nature, and then ask the artist 
to express this conception m the materials of his craft, he 
will not mutate the specific appearances of nature, but, 
taking the sense he has of the underlying spirit, he will try 
to create works which embody this spirit in their form and 
colour These works will have a kmd of cousinship with 
the phenomena of nature, but, bemg moulded not by sim 
and soil and all the elements which, determine the specific 
forms of natural organisms, but rather by the senses of the 
artist reactmg to a plastic material, they will have an 
ongmal appearance reflecting nothmg but the reality 
experienced by the mdividual If such mdividuals lived 
m cells apart, without any communication or mutual influ- 
ence, their works would be practically incomprehensible to 
other people But, hvmg m societies which mould the 
individual to a cultural pattern, the chances are that each 
artist’s work will enter into a certam community of feeling 
and imagmation When that community exists, com- 
uumcation of the artist’s experience and emotion takes 
place There is no other basis of commumcation 

Whilst I consider that the most general and most accessi- 
ble of these mtimations of reality are of the organic type, 
and mtimately linked to the essential forms of life, there are 
other aspects of reality of a more mathematical and crys- 
talline nature which may equally form the basis of the 
artist’s creations Perhaps Ben Nicholson’s mtuitions tend 
m this direction , whilst Henry Moore’s, for example, are 
more obviously organic But it would be a mistake to 
make any hard and fast distmcUon, because the reahty is 
a umty, of which organic and morgamc forms are but 
different aspects 
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Ben Nicholson who^ like all the great artists of the past^ 
IS something of a mystic, beheves that there is a reality 
underlying a^ipearances, and that it is his busmess, by 
givmg material form to his intuition of it, to express the 
essential nature of this reahty He does not draw that 
intuition of reality out of a vacuum, but out of a mmd 
attuned to the specific forms of nature — a mmd which has 
stored within it a full awareness of the proportions and 
harmomes inherent m all natural phenomena, m the 
umverse itself 

I must once more refer to the analogy of music, which 
cannot be shirked m this connection There is absolutely 
no reason m the world why the visual intmtions of an 
abstract painter should not have every bit as much value as 
the aural intmtions of the equally abstract musician (and 
m this sense all great music is abstract) The analogy of 
architecture is even more to the pomt, but in this case 
there is a flmctional aspect which mtroduces a certain 
complication 

Admittedly such an abstract art cannot appeal to every- 
body , the music of Bach does not appeal to everybody, 
but we do not therefore deny its social relevance We can 
say, of course, that for the secular culture of to-day Baches 
music has lost its real social significance, which was ongm- 
ally rehgious But that is tiresome casuistry Bach’s 
music is socially relevant because it is universally enjoyed 
among people sensitive to music 

It may be objected that even so the whole process of 
appreciation, music included, is limited to a small and 
insignificant number of people But when, in the whole of 

^ The objections which even a great cntic hke Sir Donald 
Tovey makes to this comparison are based on an ambiguous use 
of the word abstract Abstract m this context means “ non- 
representational ” (devoid of any refer ence^to phenomenal appear- 
ances) , the works of art themselves are, of course, executed m 
the concrete materials of pamt, wood, stone, soimd-vibrations, etc 
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history, has the finest culture of a period been, at the time 
of tts first creation^ anything but the affair of a small mmonty ^ 
I do not deny that there is a social problem involved The 
complete Marxian would damn Bach as well as Ben Nichol- 
son, and to him there is only one answer Until we have 
a new social mtegnty such as he envisages m his ideal of 
a classless society, we cannot have a great and popular 
movement in art , and m this age of transition we must, 
if we are to indulge our aesthetic sensations at all, mdulge 
them m this relatively dilettante fashion I insist, how- 
ever, on the qualification relatively The art of an 
abstract pamter is not so dilettante m practice as it seems 
to be m the isolation of a one-man show ” It is, m fact, 
intimately linked by sympathy and common understanding 
to the modem movement m architecture The modem 
movement m architecture is m its turn mtimately linked 
to the necessity for a scientific transformation of our cities, 
our dwellings, the whole structure of our future existence 
The connection is seen clearly enough by the architects 
and pamters themselves , time will make it clear to 
everyone 

It must be admitted that abstract art, if it is to retam the 
mterest of the general pubhc, must allow for a subjective 
element — ^not only m the artist, but also in the person 
looking at the picture And this, for all its seventy, is 
precisely what the art of Ben Nicholson does He was, 
from the beginnmg, essentially a sensitive artist, and those 
people who, whilst adroirmg his early work, see nothing 
m his later and more abstract work, are surely blind to 
its essential quahty Even at its severest, in the white 
rehefs whose punty has been called puntamcal, there is a 
sensitivity of line and a play of hght and shade which are 
anything but geometrical or mechanical In some of the 
more recent coloured compositions the organization of forms 
IS more geometrical, but that is only, as it were, the counter- 
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point for a tree melody of colour Now that form h^ 
been freed from its representational functions, colour too 
IS released fo^ experimentation The harmony of the old 
masters, often darmgly anti-natural (even in such an 
academic artist as Poussm) always has naturalistic limit- 
ations these limitations still Imger on m cubism, though 
freely interchanged (the colours of a guitar, a newspaper 
and a table may be transposed, but the colours are never- 
theless suggested by these objects) But when colour is 
completely emancipated from naturalism, completely new 
possibilities emerge Colour becomes a value in itself, and 
intensity, saturation or brightness, rather than tonality, is 
the measure of its value A composition in tone relations 
IS a reduction of intensities to a common denonunator or 
value a composition m mtensities is an exaltation of 
individual values to their highest harmony of contrasts 
We might even say, to their highest dynamic umty The 
colours which m tjhemselves might clash, are balanced and 
resolved m formal synthesis 

All this implies a very personal estimation of the elements 
involved Colour m this sense is an imaginative process, 
exactly as sound is m music Perhaps to complete the 
musical analogy, the picture should have continuous move- 
ment, as m certain abstract colour films , but when I see 
such f ilms I have always a strong desire to arrest them, to 
fix them at selected moments I would therefore prefer 
to have a static picture and to contmue its movement m 
my own imagmation — or, better still, a senes of static 
pictures which I connect in imagination This is just 
what Ben Nicholson provides 

An art which deals m concrete non-representational 
matenals, and is not contmually redressed by changmg 
functional needs, as is architecture, always runs the danger 
of stagnation The artist tends to be satisfied with the 
mtellectual approval which his work earns, and to forget 
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that the sensibility which created the work of art was 
artificially arrested, for that moment and that material 
(the sensibihty zs like the film, m contmuous movement) 
In a more obvious sense, once an artist — an artist of any 
kmd, poet as well as pamter, even a pastrycook — ^finds his 
pubhc, there is a great temptation for bi ro to stand stiD 
It IS more than a temptation it is a Ime of least resistance 
For the pubhc, having made its conquest (and m the case 
of rnodem painting it is a hard-won battle) feels entitled 
to a httle mtellectual peace It only asks the artist to go 
on repcatmg himself — ^producmg exactly the same kmd of 
picture to suit the new extension of sensibihty The 
history of art is full of these melancholy figures — successful 
artists, but successful in a particular Ime who only at 
the cost of then livelihood dare depart fiom the line, to 
experiment, to advance into new temtones of sensibihty 
They are not so much successful artists as successful business 
men , they have become part of the trade willing 
undeilmgs of the dealer and his patrons But the sign of 
an independent artist — an artist with at least the potenti- 
ality of greatness — is that he refuses to submit to such 
bullying Indifferent to wealth, to social success, to the 
taste of his patrons, he follows the dictates of his own 
creative impulse, and only on his death-bed makes his 
last experiment 

Ben Nicholson has more than once shown this dis- 
concerting restlessness, this dissatisfaction with his own 
achievement, this ever-present desire to use one style as a 
stepping-stone to the next The changes are no doubt 
due to external influences — ^to the knowledge, that is to say, 
which he derives from the experiments of his contempor- 
aries , that, again, is a sign of the potentially great artist 
But the more significant changes are physical changes 
that IS to say, they arise in the course of action, they are 
dictated by the way materials behave under the artistes hand 
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Siirface was always an essential quality m Nicholson’s 
painting In the first phase it was, as usual, a painterly 
surface an exploitation of the quahties of paint Then 
he played with the idea of a diversity of surface quahties, 
for which he would bring in the aid of collage But this 
was too easy a solution , it was an addition to the original 
surface, not an exploraUon of that surface The artist 
then began to scratch the surface — to treat it, not merely 
as a brushed surface, but also as an engrcwed surface Thus 
layers of paint were revealed, one buned below the other 
Agamst the soft rhythm of the brush emerged the hard- 
bitten rhythm of the scoring point A.ctually the pictures 
were pamted with both ends of the brush — ^the bristles and 
the sharp wooden pomt 

But this busmess of surfaces below surfaces must be 
explored more thoroughly Why stop at surfaces mdicated 
by layers of pamt Why not cut out, excavate, the very 
backgroimd of the picture ^ The flimsy canvas must be 
abandoned m favour of the wooden panel , but it is not 
the first time that the surface of the panel has been used m 
pamting One must, however, keep withm the lifmts of 
thickness we expect m a picture otherwise, we have no 
division between paintmg and sculpture Actually, there 
will be no division between this new kind of pamtmg and 
bas-rehef , but why should there be divisions between the 
plastic arts ^ Gat^ones are for historians and critics, 
not for artists 

So Ben Nicholson began to vary the level of his pamted 
surfaces — ^to cut out areas of the panel’s surface at varying 
depths These surfaces at varymg depths made the pattern, 
the composition The colour was m the depths One 
<i^th against another gave the artist all the play of tonahty 
he needed for his composition A uniform surface pamt 
of white or grey became the only necessary pigment 

The means, that is to say, became very simple a countcr- 
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play of areas and depths, revealed against light Like 
sculpture, a three-dimensional art But, unlike sculpture, 
a three-dimensional art with one face The composition 
changes shghtly, subtly, as we move across the room But 
there is no need to walk round the composition It is not 
a composition m mass, but m opposed planes 

The nearest analogy is m architecture the fagade 
But not fagades for a functional building — ^that was the 
baroque fallacy Fagades divorced from function, free 
fagades — ^that is the briefest possible description of Ben 
Nicholson’s rehefr They sometimes remind one of the 
ground-plans of Egyptian temples — ^no longer vertical 
fagades, but area designs at once logical and sensitive 
They need space and light — they cannot have too much 
hght, so long as it IS variable m its direction They axe 
the only kmd of pamtings that can look the sun in the face 


1 8 English Prose 

Seb. ARTHxni Quiller-Coxjch’s anthology, despite its 
defects, has now for many years been handed out as the 
ofl&cial pattern book of our native prose There it stands, 
a structure of a thousand pages , and though m our most 
leaden doubts we do not wish the thing undone, yet we 
do feel that it is legitimate to hedge that authoritative 
security with definitions and qualifications There are 
two kmds of anthology one merely gathers mto a bunch 
the flowers that attract us on our hterary way , the method 
here is private and haphazard It is not a method to which, 
in so solemn a concern as an Oxford Book^ an anthologist 
would hghtly resort , and quite clearly it is not the method 
to which Sir Arthur has resorted Apart from this way- 
ward fionlegium, there is no alternative but a purposive 
selection , and when your field is the whole expanse of 
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English, prose (lather than the mdividual cats and dogs, 
the gardens and filowers, or other features of that expanse), 
then that puTpose must resolve itself mto criticism Your 
anthology must be an anthology of what in all good faith 
you consider to be good prose And what you consider ” 
imphes not what merely takes your fancy but whatever has 
a goodness you are prepared to defend by an appeal to 
cnticad prmciples Sir Arthur frankly abandons this in- 
tention I have very sedulously mcluded all sorts of our 
prose, choosmg often a passage qmte pedestrian On 
what principle ^ Why, like the geologist, unfold every 
stratum when your busmess, if you once admit that prose 
IS an art, is to follow the vein of ore ^ The present antho 
logist is ready with an answer for he has made it as clear 
as possible, m his preface, that it is precisely in following 
a vem that he has struck so many levels 

I claim here, and with all emphasis, that my book is 
not one of specimens that a cntic will mistake its pur- 
pose who starts judgmg it by the amount of space, the 
number of extracts, assigned to so-and-so , as that he 
may likely be mistaken m deemmg me ignorant of an 
author not mcluded or, m his opmion, insufficiently 
represented as against one of acknowledged importance 
The anthologist, as I understand his trade, must 
have a notion ” of bos own, a “ pattern m the carpet ”, 
though he cannot easily define his pattern 

Sir Arthur then confesses that his purpose has been to 
make the anthology as ** representatively English ” as 
possible 

The first thing to be noted m this apology is that m 
shifting the emphasis from the word prose to the epithet 
English Sir Arthur has surrendered the critical position 
I shall presently examme his mterpretation of the quahty 
of Euglishness , but, m the first place, I must make clear 
the possibihty of that severer task declmed by Sir Arthur 
The whole difficulty hinges on the defimtion given to 
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prose Sir Arthur begins with one that seems arbitrary 
and inadequate It is a development of a distinction made 
between prose and verse by Arthur Glutton^rock, who 
argued that while the cardinal virtue of verse is Love, the 
cardinal virtue of prose is Justice Sir Arthur prefers to 
regard Persuasion rather than Justice as the first virtue of 
prose, whether m narrative or m argument 

Defoe’s art m teUing of Crusoe’s visits to the wreck 
IS all bent on persuading you that it really happened and 
just so y SLS Burke, m pleadmg for conciliation with the 
American colonists, is bent on marshalling argument 
upon argument why conciliation is expedient besides 
bemg just In argument, to be sure, the appeal lies 
always towards an assumed seat of at)Solute justice to 
which even m the Law Courts every plea is addressed , 
Persuasion is, after all, as Matthew Arnold says, the only 
true mtellectual process 

But m substitutmg Persuasion for Justice, and m developing 
his idea he has qmte departed from dutton-Brock’s ongmal 
mtention, which, though it cannot be accepted as ideal, was 
at any rate more than a defimtion by function If we i*efcr 
to the context we find Clutton-Brock expanding his idea of 
Justice By justice here I do not mean justice only to 
particular people, or ideas, but a habit of justice m all the 
processes of thought, a style tranquillized and a form 
moulded by that habit ” It is those httle words ‘‘ form ” 
and ‘‘ style ” that Sir Arthur has relmqmshed, and by 
doing so has relmqmshed all pretensions to a definition of 
prose, and thereby any criterion that would gmde a serious 
anthologist 

The truth which it seems necessary to affirm is qmte 
simply that prose is an art — a particular form of the art 
of writmg It may be that there is only one form of the 
art of wnting, and that the quahties which make for style 
appear mdiscrimmately m prose and verse This was the 
opimon of Remy de Gourmont, and is the critical justifi- 
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cation of those modem experiments m writmg which wilfully 
discard any structnral distinctions between prose and verse 
As for this p5!rticular question (which is not really irrelevant 
to our present mquiry, for we have to decide whether certain 
mtermediate types — ^prose-poems, “ purple patches and 
ornate mannered prose generally — ^have a place in our 
ideal anthology) another French critic, Albert Thibaudet, 
has made a useful distmction (m his Vie de Barris)^ which is 
subtle enough to characterize whatever subtle difference 
there may be m the essential forms of prose and verse 
In prose each phrase creates for itself the law of its 
rhythm, whilst m verse each phrase creates for itself a 
personal reason for submitting to a law which already 
existed ’’ The vahdity of the distmcUon depends on our 
acceptance of the existing law, or rather, as m the organiz- 
ation of society, on the consonance of that law with our 
mtellectual development — ^its general capacity for adapting 
itself to new forms of sensibihty and mtelligence 

The art of wntmg, whether m prose or m verse, depended, 
m de Gourmont’s opmion, on a rare imion of visual and 
emotive memory Si, a la memoir e visuelle, Fecrivain 
jomt la memoire emotive, s^il a le pouvoir, en evoquant un 
spectacle materiel, de se replacer exactement dans I’etat 
emotionnel qm suscita en Im ce spectacle, il poss^de, m6me 
Ignorant, tout Tart d^ecnre ’’ This is to say that in the 
creative act of wntmg there are two elements — ^thc visual 
image and the emotions associated with this image The 
good writer — ^the artist, if you like — sees the image clearl'^ 
and IS driven by the mere emotive charge of the image to 
find for it a fit matmg of words The image is there, stark, 
visible and real , to find the right words, and only the 
nght words, to body forth that image, becomes m the writer 
an actual passion The image evokes the words , or if it 
fails, if to the visual memory there comes no correspondmg 
emotive or expressive memory, then there is no art A 
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good writer must then be silent , and only the bad writer 
will accept the approximate expression — ^the first expression 
that comes mto his head, which is usually a staic expression, 
for it is always much easier to remember phrases than to 
evoke words These memorable phrases press invitmgly 
roimd the would-be writer , they are the current com and 
counters of verbal mtercourse , and to refuse them, and 
to deal only in freshly minted com, is possible only to a few 
autocrats But these are the rulers of hteraturc, the creators 
of style , and they only should find a place m an anthology 
of the best prose 

It would perhaps be as well, before we proceed further, 
to analyse these differences m selected examples We will 
take, m the first instance, a passage from the Oxford Book , 
it is a passage firom a modem writer, and here I suspect 
that the anthologist, not bemg able to resort to the 
unanimity of time, too readily accepted the fashionable 
opimons of his own age 

When, two days previously, the news of the approach- 
ing end had been made pubhc, astonished gnef had 
swept over the country It appeared as if some mon- 
strous reversal of the course of nature was about to take 
place The vast majority of her subjects had never 
known a time when C^een Victoria had not been reign- 
mg over them She had become an mdissoluble part of 
their whole scheme of things, and that they were about 
to lose her appeared a scarcely possible thought She 
herself, as she lay blmd and silent, seemed to those who 
watched her to be divested of all thinking — to have 
ghded already, unawares, mto oblivion Yet, perhaps, 
m the secret chambers of consciousness, she had her 
thoughts, too Perhaps her fading mmd called up once 
more the shadows of the past to float before it, and 
retraced, for the last time, the vanished visions of that 
long history — passing back and back, through the cloud 
of years to older and ever older memories 

This IS not an altogether bad piece of prose it is not 
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sufficiently bad to repel the reader It has, indeed, 
attracted a great many But contrast the passage with the 
following, frcym the work of a contemporaneous author not 
represented m this anthology 

The gramy sand had gone from under his feet His 
boots trod agam a damp cracklmg mast, razor-shells, 
squeakmg pebbles^ that on the unnumbered pebbles 
beats, wood sieved by the shipworm, lost Armada 
Unwholesome sandflats waited to suck his treading soles, 
breathing upward sewage breath He coasted them, 
walking wanly A porter-bottle stood up, stogged to 
Its waist, m the cakey sand dough A sentmel isle of 
dreadful thirst Broken hoops on the shore , at the 
land a maze of dark cunning nets , further away chalk- 
scrawled back-doors and on the higher beach a drying- 
line with two crucified shirts 

There is evidently a great difference between these two 
passages, which is not the difference between two kinds of 
goodness but between one quahty and its opposite The 
first causes us the less surprise we are scarcely conscious 
of the kmd of prose we are reading — apart from a certain 
iromc affectation , but we are, as a matter of fact, readmg 
a prose densely packed with images and analogies, none of 
which we actually visualize Approachmg end ”, 
“ astonished grief”, grief sweeping over the country, 
“ monstrous reversal ”, the course of nature ”, to take 
place ”, “ vast majority ”, an mdissoluble part ”, the 
scheme of thmgs ”, “a scarcely possible thought ”, 
divested of all thinking ”, to glide mto obhvion, the 
secret chambers ”, fadmg mind ”, the shadows of the 
past ‘‘ to float before (her mind) ”, the vanished 
visions ”, through the cloud of years ” — ^here m eighteen 
Imes are eighteen images or analogies, not one of which is 
or:]^mal, not one of which is freshly felt or smcerely evoked, 
and consequently not one of which evokes m the imnd of 
the reader the defimte image it actually portends Now 
examine the second passage there is not a single phrase 
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which does not evoke — ^which does not force the mmd to 
evoke — the image it expresses Art^ after all, is a question 
of effect , and does anyone give a second thought to the 
death of Queen Victoria as our author has described it ^ 
But merely to read of Stephen Dedalus walking on the 
beach is to have come mto contact with the vibrating reflex 
of an actual experience 

There are two kinds of prose , they are, I think, the 
only two possible kinds of prose, and one is good prose, the 
other bad prose I do not pretend that the solidity of 
what I am callmg good prose is always possible to sustain, 
or, indeed, necessary to sustam We must admit a prose of 
expediency , counters are legitimate as tokens of exchange 
when what we want is not truth, or beauty, but the vague 
generalizations that suffice us for the ordinary busmess of 
life But the prose of expediency is not the prose of art , 
and even exact utditanan or scientific prose is only good 
prose to the degree m which it is salted with vital imagery 
and an emotional content 

The uni t of good prose is either the image or the idiom 
Good prose is a mosaic of these units arranged with some 
regard for rhythm, which is a physical quahty, ensuring 
ease The image is the closest verbal counterpart of the 
thmg seen a clean word, fitting closely hke a glove, a 
word with no ragged edges of vagueness or mdecision 
Such words are placed m some illuminating relationship 
one with another they may be m simple metaphorical 
juxtaposition, as m “ razor shells or m more dchberate, 
analogical forms, as m crucified shirts ’’ In both these 
examples, however, there is an effect of compression which 
perhaps comphcates the issue Good prose m a more 
normal form is more direct, less metaphorical, and depends 
not so much on new analogies as on stark visualization 
The image is evoked by the bare relation And it is this 
kind of prose that is most permanent m its appeal, smee it 
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involves almost no element of fancy and therefore no element 
of fashion The following description of the murder of 
Thomas a Becket from Gaxton’s edition of the Golden 
Legend does not contam a smgle metaphor 

Then one of the kmghts smote him as he kneeled 
before the altar on the head And one Sir Edward 
Gnm^ that was his crossier, put forth his arm with the 
cross to bear off the stroke, and the stroke smote the 
cross asunder and his arm almost off, wherefore he fled 
for fear, and so did all the monks, that were that time at 
comphne And then smote each at him, that they 
smote off a great piece of the skull of his head, that his 
bram fell on the pavement And so they slew and 
martyred him, and were so cruel that one of them brake 
the pomt of his sword against the pavement And thus 
this holy and blessed Archbishop S Thomas suffered 
death in his own church for the right of all holy church 
And when he was dead they stirred his bram, and after 
went mto his chamber and took away his goods, and his 
horse out of his stable, and took away his bulls and his 
wntmgs, and dehvered them to Sir Robert Broke to bear 
mto France to the king And as they searched his 
chamber they found m his chest two shirts of hair made 
full of great knots, and then they said Certainly he was 
a good man , and coming down mto the churchyard 
they began to dread and fear that the ground would not 
have borne them, and were marvellously aghast, but they 
supposed that the earth would have swallowed them all 
quick And then they knew that they had done amiss 
And anon it was known all about, how that he was 
martyred, and anon after they took his holy body, and 
imclothed him, and found bishop’s clothing above, and 
the habit of a monk under And next his flesh he wore 
hard hair, full of knots, which was his shirt And his 
breech was of the same, and the knots sticked fast withm 
the ski n , and all his body full of worms , he suflfered 
great pam 

It may possibly be objected that such prose is too violent 
that It gets Its effect by the uninspired record of crude 
horror It is more likely that our sense of horror, if it 
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actually exists, is the qualm of a too acute sensibility This 
was certainly not a violent prose for the fifteenth century 
And apart from the question of a different %ensibihty, is 
there really any difference of technique, of art, m so 
typically modern a passage as this 

Everything had come to a standstill The throb of 
the motor engmes sounded like a pulse irregularly drum- 
ming through an entire body The sun became extraor- 
dmanly hot because the motor-car had stopped outside 
Mulberry’s shop wmdow , old ladies on the tops of 
ommbuses spread Jheir black parasols , here a green, 
here a red parasol opened with a httle pop Mrs 
Dalloway, coming to the wmdow with her arms full of 
sweet peas, looked out with her httle pmk face pursed in 
enquiry Everyone looked at the motor-car Septimus 
looked Boys on bicycles sprang off Traffic accu- 
mulated And there the motor-car stood, with drawn 
blmds, and upon them a curious pattern like a tree, 
Septimus thought, and this gradual drawing together of 
everything to one centre before his eyes, as if some 
horror had come almost to the surface and was about to 
burst mto flames, terrified him The world wavered 
and quivered and threatened to burst into flames It is 
I who am blockmg the way, he thought Was he not 
bemg looked at and pomted at , was he not weighted 
there, rooted to the pavement, for a purpose ^ But for 
what purpose 

Images are the rudiments of a hterary art, but, as these 
passages show, there is another element An aggregation 
of firesh images would not of itself constitute a prose style , 
It would be a rocky, ghttermg material, too graceless and 
xmeven for the mind’s absorption This other quality 
which is added to the moments of imagery has for its unit 
the idiom An idiom is hterally a way of expression 
peculiar to a person or a language But we sometimes 
talk of the genius of a language, so possibly the word 
idiom ” might be reserved for the more restricted aspect 
of the question An idiom then becomes the umt of style , 
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it IS the outcome of those hereditary and environmental 
influences which determine m any man his mdividual 
predilections and fancies It is an mdex to his personality 
As the events were received mto each mdividual mould of 
sensibihty, so the cast of those events which we evoke in 
writing emerges with all the sutures of this mould Idiom 
IS the sum of those influences which determine^, not only our 
choice of words, but also their arrangement in a personally 
appeahng rhythm It is the expression m words of what 
Remy de Gourmont called the emotive memory , it os the 
element which, joined to a visual memory, determines 
style 

But the mvention, or rather the evolution, of an idiom 
operates m two ways , it is either personal, a part of the 
mdividual and adapted to his sense of thmgs or it is the 
idiom of a tradition In the latter case the individual 
almost suppresses his personahty and submits to a common 
rule We can apply to these two kmds of idiom a dis- 
tmction similar to that made by M Thibaudet between 
prose and verse the personal idiom is its own law and 
exists for its own sake , the impersonal idiom seeks to 
identify itself with the general idiom of contemporary 
speech Sir Thomas Browne is a typical example of the 
creatOK of a personal idiom, as, among modern writers, is 
Henry James Defoe and W H Hudson serve as examples 
of the acceptance of a common standard It is tempting 
at first to rmagme that the two types of idiom react on one 
another that the slowly evolvmg consensus of national 
idiom IS accelerated or inspired by the outstanding accents 
of a great personal idiom , and that a personal idiom is but 
a variation on the characteristic excellences of the national 
idiom But, m fact, the eccentrics seem to mount their 
lonely towers without to any sensible extent deflecting the 
common trend The truth is, perhaps, that only a weak- 
minded or characterless writer would condescend to 
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tate, or even to be influenced by, anything so httle his own 
as the personal idiom of another writer And fame has a 
very summary fashion of dispensing with such reflected 
graces But to adopt a common discipline is a different 
affair, especially smce the discipline is not to be learnt by 
any mechamcal paces but must be in the nature of an 
mtuition mto the essence of things 

Before passmg on to consider the essence of our native 
idiom It would be well to make one qualification the 
assumption of a disciplme need not, and perhaps must not, 
destroy the capacity foi a private or licensed style In 
the best writers we may look with confidence for both , 
and it would be a sorry cntic who sacrificed IThe Journal to 
Stella for the sake of his categories But there is no need , 
and the good sense that a writer shows m his perfected style 
is generally evidence of the humamty that we shall find m 
his journal or letters a basis, m every genuine writer, 

there is his intimate talk or self-communion , it is merely 
a question of psychological disposition whether you seek 
a direct aggrandizement of that mtimacy by an exaggerated 
exposure of it in wntmg, or whether you shrink from that 
personal exposure and manifest your impulse to expression 
in the accepted terms of your own age 

With the definition of image and idiom we have not 
qmte completed the analysis of good prose there is another 
element which we must call ordonnance Idiom has given 
us a unity, but it is the unity of a material To complete 
the process of perfect writing there must also be structure 
Structure, it would seem, is the product of logical thought, 
whether exercised in argument or m narrative It imphes 
progression , and good prose is never for long or con- 
sistently good without this element of progress Good 
prose must have a pace it must step like a well-bred 
horse each word must strike with clean precision and 
must advance with a contmuous rhythm It is this prmci- 
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pie that brings m doubt the stray purple passage, the 
Higy muted prose poem, and the excerpt generally These 
can have all €ie quahties of good imagery and good idiom, 
but without ordonnance they are ruins rather than buildings^ 
and a prose anthology can only be justified with this 
limitation m rmnd 

Image, idiom, ordonnance — ^is that all Not qmte 

Images, however faithfully copied from nature, and as 
accurately represented m words, do not of themselves 
characterize the poet They become proofs of original 
gemus only so far as they are modified by a predommant 
passion, or by associated thoughts or images awakened by 
that passion ’’ These words of Coleridge’s strike to a 
deeper reahty than any we have so far considered , and to 
them we might add these equally sigmficant words of 
Henry James’s There is one point at which the moral 
sense and the artistic sense lie very near together , that is 
m the light of the very obvious truth that the deepest 
quahty of a work of art wiU always be the quahty of the 
mmd of the producer ” 

In great prose, as m great poetry, a fine sensibihty is not 
enough The quahty of a mind, its predominating passion, 
IS often diffi cult enough to define Who would venture 
confidently to define Swift’s, or Newman’s, or Emily 
Bronte’s Yet these are among the greatest masters of our 
prose, and among those most evidently dominated by a 
great passion But among their more discermble qualities 
— ^it IS also a passion — ^is one we describe as English A 
sense of wonderful history written silently m books and 
buildings, all persuading that we are heirs of more spiritual 
wealth than, maybe, we have surmised or hitherto begun 
to divme ” So this “ subdued and hallowed emotion ” 
IS designated by Sir Arthur Qinller-Couch , and m default 
of a critical mtention, this is the sanction he has sought for 
his labours as an anthologist It would have been a 
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graceful amend, at the conclusion of this review, to have 
acknowledged his success in this venture , but I am too 
conscious of a quahty m the true tradition of English life 
and hterature to be sure of its presence in this anthology 
There is a spirit that runs through all our great writers, 
from Chaucer to Shakespeare, from Jonson to Swift, from 
Sterne to we do not know whether xt will yet revive 

But it is a spirit antithetical to the spirit so fully represented 
by Sir Arthur QjLuUer-Gouch, which is the spirit of Puritan- 
ism and Quietism, of subjective joys and passive aspirations 
There is, over against this spint, sometimes woven m with 
It, but essentially a part of our national heritage, the spirit 
of open candour and of active enjoyment, the life of deeds 
and of zest m the sensuous quahty of our flesh Not the 
dreamy sensuousness of the South, but the gross gatllardtse 
of the North It might be objected that m its gross state 
this IS CLOt fit matter for hterature, though Sir John Falstaff 
and the Wife of Bath are there to disprove it But this 
spirit can be elevated into wit and gaiety , and though Sir 
Arthur has given us a fair specimen of Sterne, he leaves us 
aghast at the total omission of Congreve — whom not 
only does this spirit attam its highest sublimation but m 
whom also the English tongue attains its subtlest levity of 
diction and frne force of aptitude Other writers, Dryden 
and Berkeley, Swift and Landor, support the tradition of 
our national prose , only writers like Congreve and Sterne 
can be saad to adorn it 


1 9 Henri Rousseau 

It is a hiindred years since Henn Rousseau was bom, 
and this man who hved all his life m poverty, and received 
little but ridicule from his contemporaries, is now honoured 
as one of the great masters of the mneteenth century His 
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paintings are beyond the reach of all but American museums 
and mtemational milhonaires, and he could have lived in 
comfort all his days on the price which a smgle canvas 
would now fetch in the art market It is a familiar story, 
and there is no special moral to be drawn from it No con- 
ceivable form of patronage would have been kinder to 
Rousseau He worked as a mmor official m the customs 
for about twenty years and then retired on a tmy pension 
and pamted to his hearths content for another twenty-five 
years There may be modern states which would give 
such an artist a somewhat better pension, but only on 
condition that he conformed to some recognized standard 
or style Rousseau was condemned to poverty, but at 
least he was firee to realize his own vision He was free, 
too, to play his violin and give musical evemngs m his 
studio (which was also his hvmg-room and bedroom) He 
seems to have been a happy man 

One or two misconceptions about this great artist are 
not yet dispelled He is sometimes called an amateur, or 
a Sunday pamter ” It is impked that his pamtmg 
was a hobby Nothing could be farther from the truth 
Rousseau always described himself as artiste-peintre^ which 
means a professional pamter It was his ambition to 
become an academician, to rival the perfect finish of 
Bouguereau or Gourtois, to be accepted (as he might have 
said) m the best circles When he saw the Cezanne memo- 
rial exhibition m 1907 he was distressed ‘‘ I could have 
finished these pamtmgs for him,” he said 

Rousseau does not belong to “ the modem movement 
though he has no doubt had an influence on painters who 
do — even on Picasso and Braque There has been much 
talk of his natveti, but the word is misleading if it imphes 
anythmg childish or mcompetent Rousseau was not 
even spontaneous he was a hard worker, a meticulous 
craftsman I have been told that my work is not of this 

100 



Henri Rousseau 

century/’ he wrote m a letter to the art cntic, Andre 
Dupont, m 1910 ‘‘As you will understand, I cannot now 
change my manner which I have acquired s# the result of 
obstmate toil ’’ I would rather call Rousseau a 

natural painter His nearest affinities are with folk-art — 
with the glass-pamtmgs, illustrated chap-books, painted 
pottery which represent the natural expression of untaught 
people throughout Europe This is not, properly speaking, 
a “ tradition ” It is a common language, with common 
characteristics It develops orgamcally jfrom the basic 
sensibihties and laws of perception of the human being It 
IS a basic visual speech Before an organized system of 
education interfered with its natural growth, “ child ” art 
matured mto “ folk ” art Folk-art is merely child-art 
which has become adult It becomes adult by becoming 
more objective — children below a cert^m age (12-14.) 
wholly subjective they pamt symbols to express their 
inner emotional or sensational being When social 
pressures of various sorts and a maturing physique compel 
them to observe the objective world, a decisive struggle 
takes place The mmd may become >vholly a slave to the 
objective world, and then the personahty, as a unique 
sensitive organism, dies — the poet and the artist dies m 
man Education has been generally speaking a system for 
perfecting this process of objectification Rousseau was 
one of the exceptional people who escaped this process 
His mind did not become conventionalized At the same 
time, he did not remain a child, wholly confined to a sub- 
jective world He became an adult, like any peasant 
But instead of becommg a peasant-carpenter or a peasant- 
weaver, he became a peasant-pamter Of course, it is 
improper to describe a Pans customs-official as a peasant , 
but we can hardly call Henn Rousseau a proletarian or 
even a petit-bourgeois He was what the sociologists call 
a “ margmal ” man 
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This marginal man worked hard to become what he 
himself called “ one of our best realist pamters In an 
autobiograpbs:cal sketch which he prepared for a dictionary 
of pamters^ he wrote 

He has perfected himself more and more in the 
ongmal manner which he adopted and he is in the 
process of becoming one of our best realist painters As 
a characteristic mark he wears a bushy beard He has 
been a member of the Independents for many years, 
behevmg that complete freedom of production shoxiid 
be given to any mitiator whose mind aspires to the 
Beautiful and the Good ^ 

Whether what Rousseau meant by realism ’’ corre- 
sponds to the generally accepted meamng of the word is 
doubtful Certainly he was not a naturalistic painter, 
mtent on reproducmg the exact image recorded by his 
visual perception of the outer world He made a dehberate 
study of nature, but so does Picasso or Henry Moore, or 
any genuine artist who would not normally describe himself 
as a realist It would be more logical, perhaps, to call an 
artist who confessedly “ aspires to the Beautiful and the 
Good ’’ an idealist It has been said that the tropical 
jungles and exotic landscapes which Rousseau pamted 
were not remimscences of the four years he spent m Mexico 
as a r^imental musician, but that he made accurate 
studies of the vegetation mthe Jardm des Plantes in Pans 
But a Chicago professor, who has studied photographs of 
several pictures, reports that the plants are conventional- 
ized and most of them are difScult to identify"" It is 
only about abimch of bananas that he feels any certainty ^ 
Rousseau, m fact, was faithful to the basic forms of nature, 

^ Quoted from R H Wilenski’s Modem French Painting ^ which 
gives the best account at present available of Rousseau’s career 
The Museum of IModem Art, New York, has more recently 
published a well -illustrated monograph by Darnel Catton Rich 
which IS fully documented and contains an excellent bibliography 
* Quoted by Rich, op cit , ip 64 
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but these forms he took and varied and recombmed in 
accordance with the laws of his aesthetic sensibihty The 
form and organization of the picture was tHb determinmg 
factor And that form was initiated ” by the artist’s 
imagination^, and in the realization of the form imagmed^ 
the artist claimed “ complete fireedom ” 

Rousseau’s achievement is primarily something to be 
enjoyed — simply and sensuously and by as many people as 
possible But it IS possible, without being too priggish, 
to pomt out the significance of Rousseau ” If what 
I have said above is true, he is essentially a people’s pamter^ 
m a sense m which one would never apply that con- 
descending phrase to Cezanne or Picasso But it is 
not likely that the people to-day would accept and like 
Rousseau’s pamtings , they would probably feel that they 
were bemg got at ” in some way, as did the people of 
Pans fifty years ago They might accept the flower-pieces 
and some of the landscapes, but they would demand more 
vensnnihtude m the portraits and would recoil from the 
superreal magic of The Sleeping Gypsy ” or “ The 
Hunter ” And what would a crowd at Wembley mak e of 
“ Les Joueurs de Football ” ^ But it is the people that is 
sick — sick with sophistication and conventionahty, their 
sensibihties atrophied and their imagmations dead This 
state of mental sickness m the people is due to causes 
which Rousseau miraculously escaped to a social con- 
sciousness which suppresses spontaneity m the mdivrdual, 
to an educational system which kills the sensibility of 
children, to deadeni n g labours and devitalized environ- 
ment Rousseau may not be a great artist, in the €ense 
in which we recognize Raphael or Rembrandt or Picasso 
as great artists I would not, however, so easily admit that 
he IS not a great artist m the sense m which we recognize 
Giotto, or the great Byzantine mosaicists, or the great 
Ghmese artists as great ” But he is greatly significant 
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in that he measures very exactly the dividedness of our 
civilization, our schismatic culture A true culture is 
indivisible in a true culture, emerges hke spring* 

water on every hillside Rousseau was an oasis in our desert^ 


2p The Faculty of Abstraction 

All who have given any careful or consistent thought to> 
the subject of so-called abstract or non-objective art know 
that It leads ito problems of psychology and philosophy of 
the subtlest difficulty These problems cannot be dis- 
cussed m the normal course of art criticism, because in 
general they depend on the use of a philosophical term- 
inology with which the general pubhc cannot be expected 
to be familiar The present essay, while not pretending 
to treat the subject in a manner satisfactory to the pro- 
fessional philosopher, will carry art criticism on to a plane 
which It generally avoids m this country Indeed, I would 
say that the discussion of this subject, abstract art, has 
reached a condition of deadlock which can only be liberated 
by the use of ampler philosophical terms 

We must begin with ceitain assumptions about the 
development of consciousness in mankind There is no 
space for a critical review of the various theories which 
have been advanced by anthropologists and psychologists, 
but I would venture to say that there is a general agreement 
on certain broad hnes which will suffice for our present 
purpose What we now know as intellection or abstract 
reasoning is pecuhar to man, and only becomes evident in 
man at a relaUvely late stage of evolution That reasomng 
of a kmd takes place even m animals is not to be demed, 
but such reasoning is always particular and concrete 

t It seems as evident to me [wrote Locke] that they do, 

i^ome of them, in certam instances, reason^ as that they 
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have sense, but it is only m particular ideas, just as they 
received them from their senses They are, the best of 
them, tied up withm these narrow bounds, and have 
not (as I thinh) the faculty to enlarge them by any kind 
of abstraction ^ 

This subject, as I have already warned the reader, 
bristles with all the classical problems of philosophy, and 
It IS only by the nimble use of certam steppmg-stones that 
we shall avoid gettmg bogged Those steppmg-stones are 
of a solid materialistic or empirical nature, but I cannot 
stop to describe them But m brief the theory I would 
support regards this faculty of abstraction due to pro- 
gressive stages in the use of classification Man, as an 
animal, is presented through his senses with a mass of 
phenomena Merely to carry on the busmess of life, to 
exist, he is compelled to arrange these phenomena m a 
certain order At first that order will be determined by 
affective (emotional) reactions, and such is the classifi- 
cation of phenomena we find m primitive man Every- 
thing at this stage of development is fused into one view, 
and superstition and fear dominate existence Phenomena 
which we as civilized human beings regard as discrete — 
and if connected, connected by explicable links — are for 
the primitive mind inextricably interpenetrated Levy- 
Bruhl has called this state of mind in the pnimtivc col- 
lective representation ’’ 

Their mental activity [he says] is too little differ- 
entiated for It to be possible to consider ideas or images 
of objects by themselves apart from the emotions and 
passions which evoke these ideas or are evoked by the m 
Just because our mental activity is more differentiated, 
and we are more accustomed to analysing its functions. 
It IS difficult for us to lealize by any effort of imagmation, 
more complex states m which emotional or motor ele- 
ments are integral parts of the representation ® 

^ An ^say concerning Unman Understanding, Book II, Gh XI, s 1 1 
^ How Natives 'Thtnk^ p 36 
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The evolution of reasoning we may regard as the pro- 
gressive attempt to divorce this emotional element from 
the process of ^■epresentation Over a long period of trial 
and error^ and ever driven on by the necessities of combat- 
m g natural forces (the so-called struggle for existence) 
mahkmd was led to make, first a utilitarian or technical 
classification of phenomena, and then, as the need for con- 
necting or explaining such a pragmatic classification 
became apparent, a conceptual or scientific classification 
We have to imagme mankind as first formmg a vast struc- 
ture of pigeon-holes, into which he sorted the confusing 
mass of phenomena presented by his senses , then as givmg 
to the contents of each pigeon-hole a general name or 
concept ’’ by means of which he could refer to the con- 
tents This name or concept is, m effect, a symbol which 
saves us the trouble of domg the sortmg and pigeon-holmg 
every time we want to speak about or think about the 
phenomena m question We must leave aside the very 
mterestmg problem of why a particular word should 
become the symbol representmg a particular set of 
phenomena 

The further, and final, stage of development comes when 
man acquires the ability to mampulate these symbols or 
concepts without reference back to the actual objects or 
phenomena which they denote He reasons with the 
symbols as abstractions In mathematical reasomng this is 
obviously true, but dialectical or metaphysical reasonmg is 
no less abstract To see how extensively and with what 
almost dizzy prestidigitation this can be done one has only 
to look at the metaphysical systems of German philosophers 
like Kant and Hegel — systems which, long after they have 
been discredited as true deductions from experience, will 
be admired as abstract works of ^rt 

This process of development so briefly and inadequately 
described must now be related to the parallel development 
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of art Art begins, so far as wc can trace its beginnings in 
the Old Stone Age, with the reproduction of eidetic images 
— ^that IS to say, of images of objects (actually almost m- 
vanably animals) which for mystical or emotional reasons 
have been vividly impressed on the memory of the artist 
Art begins as a purely ajEfective or emotive activity, and as 
such it remains m the most primitive types of mankind 
still existmg (the Bushmen of South Africa, for example) 
It begins to change when, with the growth of classificatiQn, 
man requires a symbol to express a particular group of 
phenomena We have already seen how a word or con- 
cept may be chosen to express such a group of phenomena 
But alternatively a sign or graphic symbol may be selected 
At first such a sign or symbol will be based on the vividness 
of the eidetic imagery m the mind of the artist, but m 
time the sign will be reproduced with mcreasing careless- 
ness, with less and less reference to the memory of actual 
phenomena, and eventually will become divorced from 
reahty In this way most alphabets arose and developed, 
and m some of them we may stdl find traces of their pic- 
torial origins 

In my book, Art and Society^ I have argued that such 
symbolic art, gradually divorced from immediate imagery 
and from the emotional associations of the object, mevit- 
ably loses its vitahty and declmes I will not repeat the 
overwhelming evidence which the history of art offers in 
support of this contention I think it would be well to 
note here, however, an apparent exception, best repre- 
sented m Byzantine art I should be the last to deny the 
supreme aesthetic appeal of certam symboLc representations 
of Christ or the Madonna which we find m the mosaics and 
illuminated manuscripts of this period But here I would 
contend that the artist was in no sense using a symbol as 
the representative of a generic concept He was actually 
trying to represent, with all the emotional awe which such. 
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a danng attempt implied, the superhuman form and features 
of the godhead We have only to observe how the repre- 
sentation of tHb Madonna degenerates at the hands of a 
more rational or more commercial type of artist to have 
this truth confirmed 

With the growth of rationality and a logical type of 
mmd, art tended to become more and more differentiated 
as an activity It was no longer, as in primitive times, an 
activity integral with life itself — as accepted and as natural 
as any other practical activity It became a specialized 
activity, appeahng only to a mmority In the same way, 
reasonmg or intellectual activity developed apart from the 
normal life of mankind, and became a specialized activity 
appeahng to a minority By the mneteenth century it was 
possible for a philosopher like Hegel to regard art and mtel- 
lect as two distinct and mcompatible elements m human 
life , and as an intellectual, an exponent of the idea, to 
treat art as an obsolescent feature of life And from his 
particular pomt of view, Hegel was right This incom- 
patibility between art and mtellect does exist , art cannot 
become conceptual, an affair of symbols, an activity con- 
ducted without relation to objects Art is always a per- 
ceptual activity, an activity of the senses m relation to 
plastic materials 

That IS to say, art must now as ever rely on what Levy- 
Bruhl calls the law of participation For the artist as 
for primitive man there always exists a mystic commumty 
of substance a “ pre-logical identification of thought 
and object, of concept and percept But this does not 
imply that the artist must revert to the primitive stage of 
mentahty The identification which is now required of 
him hes beyond the concept That is to say, he must now 
reclothe the concept m visible and vital raiment He must 
accept the orderly umverse of philosophy, the pageon-holes 
of science But he must make them real and vivid In 

io8 



The Faculty of Abstraction 

the place of the single concept^ he must now put the single 
phenomenon, the work of art 

I do not pretend that there is any one way of domg this 
It seems to me, on the contrary, that we are at a stage of 
experimentation, trying m various ways to discover a new 
law of identification I beheve that superrealism, no less 
than abstract art, is engaged on this all-absorbmg and 
all-important task 

The superrealist beheves, or acts as if he beheved, that 
parallel to the development of a conscious method of reason- 
ing, there has taken place, below the conscious level of the 
mind, an organization of latent perceptions (images), and 
that what is required of the artist is the materialization of 
this unconscious activity H[e would argue that conscious- 
ness, mtellection and reasoning generally have not developed 
without unconscious compensations , that against the 
transcendental edifices of a Kant or a Hegel we must 
balance the subliminal fantasies of a Lautreamont or a 
Picasso — -just as, in another age, the theological system of 
a Thomas Aquinas was balanced by the imaginative 
structure of the Gothic cathedral The only problem is to 
discover methods of circumventmg the mtellect — of releas- 
ing the compensatory images of the unconscious in plastic 
and poetic form 

The method of the abstract artist is more direct His 
aim IS, in effect, to construct a plastic object appealing 
immediately to the senses and in no way departing from 
the affective basis of art, which shall nevertheless be the 
plastic eqmvalent of the concept — or, to use the dialectical 
term, its antithesis Indeed, we may go further and say 
that he accepts the position of absolute opposition between 
art and idea declared by Hegel , and proceeds to resolve 
the contradiction by creating the synthesis — the work of 
art which translates the concept back again mto perceptual 
form, while retaimng the unity of the ongmal concept 
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Space ’% for example, is a typical concept As a con- 
cept it IS very evident m tlie work of a snperrealist painter 
like Dali , T>ih contradicts the rational concept of space 
m a fantastic manner, giving to his pictures what we nught 
caU a dream perspective But this very contradiction 
of space makes us vividly aware of its reahty An ab- 
jgtract artist like iMEondnan attacks the same concept 
firontally He presents us with a bare arrangement of Imes 
and two or three pure colours which create and affirm the 
concept '' space ” m the most direct and unequivocal 
manner The purer and more fundamental the elements 
which are used, the acuter and purer is our emotional 
awareness of space ” The very fact that naturahstic 
motives are excluded, and that a naturalistic quahty like 
shading is not mutated, makes our physical awareness of 
the concept more direct, more exact 

I do not suggest that all concepts can be treated m this 
manner The word “ dog ” is a concept If we picture 
a dog. It is always a particular breed of a dog, and perhaps 
only a superrealist could pamt a conceptual dog, or give an 
adequate plastic eqmvalent of all that is imphed when we 
use the symbolic word “ dog ”, but actually we do not 
need such a plastic eqmvalent , it would, as we say, serve 
no useful purpose The activity which modem art is 
engaged on, of translatmg concepts mto plastic percepts 
(plastic objects which can be perceived), is determined by 
necessity — ^the necessity of our social evolution At any 
stage m history (smee the appearance of human consciom- 
ness) certam concepts are created or preferred, which con- 
cepts form the typical ideology of a period If we are 
dialectical materialists wc regard them as the reflection of 
that particular stage of economic development But 
essential to the creative life and development of each period 
IS the translation of these concepts mto objects of aesthetic 
contemplation The Greek temple, the Gothic cathedral, 
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the Renaissance palace, are but the ipajor types of such 
translations To-day we are in the process of creating such 
another type in architecture But subordinate to these 
major types are thousands of minor types, all illustrating 
the ideological concepts of each period The diflerence 
m our own period is that we have become more conscious 
of these historical processes, and can attack directly what other 
ages could only discover accidentally Just as superrealism makes 
use of, or rather proceeds on the assumption of, the know- 
ledge embodied m psycho-analysis, so abstract art makes 
use of, or profceeds on the basis of, the abstract concepts of 
physics and dynamics, geometry and mathe m atics It is 
not necessary for the abstract artist to have a knowledge of 
these sciences (nor is it necessary for the superrealist to have 
a knowledge of psycho-analysis) , such concepts are part 
of our mental ambience, and the artist is precisely the 
individual who can make this ambience actual He can 
make it actual in detached and non-utilitanan works of 
art , or he can make it actual m architecture and the 
mdustnal arts In either case he is servmg the highest 
mterests of humamty, which is never to halt m a genetic 
deadlock, never to revert to an easier path, never to 
acknowledge defeat when confronted with a contradiction , 
but ever to negate the negation, to proceed to fresh syn- 
thesis, to new paths, to whatever new awareness his evolving 
consciousness shall lead 


2 1 'The Last of the Bohemians 

Paul Verlaine is often given this title, but a comparative 
Study of the hves of many poets before and after his time 
might reveal that he had httle claim to any such dis- 
tinction What we agree to call Verlaine’s failings are the 
general characteristics of a certam kmd of temperament^ 
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and though various accidental circumstances give local or 
tempoial colour to Verlaine’s actual existence (congemtal 
syphilis and t3.e accessibility of absinthe being the most 
important) there is no reason to suppose that m essentials 
he was very different frpm a poet like Baudelaire who 
came before him or (to take someone who is safely dead) 
a poet like Essemn who came after him Verlaine himself 
was of this opmion^ and called such chosen spirits 
Saturmans 

Or ceux-la qui sont nes sous le signe Saturne, 
Fauve planete, chere aux necromanciens, 

Ont entre tous, d’apr^ les gnmoires anciens. 

Bonne part de malheur et bonne part de bile 
L’lmagmation, mqui^te et debile, 

Vient rendre nul en eux Teffort de la Raison 
Dans leurs veines, le sang, subtil coinme un poison, 
Brulant comme \me lave, et rare, coule et roule 
En gresiUant leur tnste Ideal qui s’ecroule 

Such Saturmans, Verlaine concludes, must suffer and die 
according to the predetermmed logic of an evil mfluence 
This IS, of course, a melodramatic mterpretation of the 
psychological facts , and Verlame, who could be realistic 
about himself, knew these facts 

Unless a biographer reveals his standards- of criticism, 
I cannot trust him in his presentation of facts He may 
claim that he has given us all the facts and nothmg but the 
facts, but that is absurd, for no one can know all the facts 
of a man’s life, and anything less than everything is a dis- 
tortion unless controlled by an acute sensibility In this 
case it should be a poetic sensibility I would not trust 
a cntic who dismisses Rimbaud as an inspired charlatan ” 
and admits that he is baffiied by just that aspect of Rim- 
baud’s poetry which has most appealed to his successors 
A lack of sympathy for Rimbaud’s work mevitably leads to 
a certam prejudice against his character There are no 
standards by which I would care to defend that character, 
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but if a youth at the age of seventeen has produced some 
of the most absolute poetry ever written by a human 
bemg, I more mterested m that fact tlAn m his moral 
conduct A poet’s poems are facts far more essential m 
his life than his sexual adventures or has financial diffi- 
cultiesj and the biography of a poet should therefore be 
primarily an account of his creative activity, the life of his 
muse^ and the other facts are only important in so far as 
they contribute to an understandmg of this process 
In one of his letters Verlame said I lack judgement, 
despite all my good sense I don’t at all like the 
moral to be drawn from this because it st ink s of pseudo- 
physiology I am a feminine — which would explam a lot 
of things ” That confession is the clue to his personahty — 
and to the personahty of all genume poets Verlame is 
merely claiming that quality which Keats called negative 
capability ” — that is, when a man is capable of being in 
uncertamties, mysteries, doubts, without any irritable 
reaching after fact and reason ” How exactly Verlame 
affirms this quality in his Art Poetique ” 

He la musique avant toute chose, 

Et pour cela pref^re T Impair 

Plus vague et plus soluble dans Pair, 

Sans nen en Im qm p^e ou qui pose 

II faut aussi que tu n’ailles pomt 
Ghoisir tes mots sans quelque mepnse 
Rien de plus cher que la chanson grise 
Oh ITndtos au Precis se joint 

It by no means follows that this vicanousness of the poet’s 
spirit necessarily leads to the moral depravity of Verlaine’s 
life It IS largely a matter of chance Up to his meeting 
With Rimbaud, Verlame had not shown anything but 
aimiable weaknesses , he was, m fact, a good httle bour- 
geois derk who had just contracted a marriage with a very 
decent woman of his own class, and though it is probable 
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tiiat his inherited disease would finally have driven Turn 
to dnnk, there is no reason to suppose that he would have 
ever become ^ active homosexual 

Towards the end of his life, when his fame had spread 
beyond the narrow circle of the mtelligentsia, Verlame was 
allowed a certain hcence , the police were told to let him 
get drunk with impunity^ and when he could no longer 
support himself he was taken into the public hospital, 
where he was treated with a certam consideration When 
he died the Ministry of Education sent 500 francs towards 
the funeral expenses But neither this belated recogmtion, 
nor the eulogies which were pronounced over his grave by 
his distinguished contemporaries, can disguise the misery of 
his existence “ Tels les Saturmons doivent souSrir et 
tels mourir He would not have us moralize on his 

life But we must msist that the quahty of his poetry is 
the quahty of the man, and the poetry is immortal Poets 
need not take that fact as a positive mvitation to lead the 
same kmd of life as Verlame, but at least it might suggest 
to us all that poetry is a mystery which does not enter mto 
the narrow categories of our morality and reason 


22 Art and Autarky 

Art is a product of autarky — ^that seems to be the lesson 
of history, and if m the future we wish to recreate those 
political and economic conditions which make for a natural 
and spontaneous culture, it seems that we should aim at the 
division of the world mto relatively small and almost 
wholly self-suflBlcient units From a cultural point of view 
I do not t hmk it can be established that these units must 
necessarily be national — certainly not, as Hitler has argued, 
racial The fundamental link is that between art and 
work, people and the soil There must be peace, stabihty, 
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even — as the Chinese philosophers taught — ^passivity But 
how will that be possible in a world shrinking under a 
network of high-speed communications ^ It may not be 
possible — ^wc may be leavmg an epoch without taste to 
enter an epoch without art But there may be another 
possibihty One cannot meditate too often on the pro- 
found fable of the hare and the tortoise It may be that as 
the speed of travel mcreases, we shall grow less aware of 
its effects To fly above the clouds is less of an experi- 
ence ” than to be earned through towns and fields it is 
extremely bonng and “ empty at any rate for the 
passenger Meanwhiie^ under the air and between the 
autostradi the country grows deserted The grass grows 
between the stones m the by-passed village as it has never 
done smee the eighteenth century And where the grass 
grows a culture is possible 


23 Coleridge 

T HERE IS a good case for regarding Coleridge as potentially 
the greatest intellect, certainly of his own time, that Eng- 
land has produced m the allied realms of poetry and 
philosophy , and yet his life was a tragic failure, and his 
work ^ vast chaos When we consider the psychological 
problem which he presents, the conviction grows that it 
was m some way connected with his garruhty A man who 
talks so much will never write well or consistently An 
endless flow of speech dissipates that energy which is 
required for the concentrated act of writing For a good 
writer writes, in a very literal sense, with the tip of his pen 
Through that narrow channel thoughts flow from the bram 
m an ordered sequence I:^ however, they have been 
previously divulged m conversation, thQ pressure falls, the 
pen falters Thoughts spoken are like glowmg coals that 
turn to ashes when scattered m the wind 
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The antithesis of Beauty is Ugliness, but if art, as I have 
consistently maintained, is a wider concept than beauty, 
and may even mclude ugliness, it is only proper to ask 
what IS then art’s antithesis Obviously, I think, it is 
vulgarity Vulgarity, as Oscar Wilde said (or ought to 
have said), is the only sm The opposite pomt of view is 
taken by George Robey, who confessed m his reminiscences 
{Looking Back on Life) I beheve m honest vulgarity 

So did Shakespeare — and if he didn’t know what was what 
nobody on earth ever did Honest vulgarity is the 

finest antidote I know to present-day hypocrisy ” So 
apparently it is not a simple matter , vulgarity is not a 
merely negative affair There is honest vulgarity, and 
there is another kmd of vulgarity, presumably dishonest 
And honest vulgarity consists m knowing, like Shakespeare, 
what is what Perhaps a consideration of the subject 
from the pomt of view of the plastic arts will enhghten us 
Vulgarity m its original sense means the taste of the 
vulgus, the common or uneducated mass of people But 
there is good taste and bad taste, and that the taste of the 
common people is not always bad taste is proved by all 
kmds of folk art, which are generally not only m' good 
taste, but m certam periods far superior to the debased 
products of cultured taste Vulgarity, therefore, cannot be 

made a class distinction , it is bad taste m any grade of 
society, and I doubt if any period of history has been 
free from it But mercifully most vulgar art perishes, 
though perhaps there might be somethmg to be said for 
preserving specimens of it m some IVtuseum of Horrors, 
m which everyone engaged m the production of objects of 
use and ornament would be compelled to spend a pem- 
tential (or propaedeutic) period Actually such a museum 
exists, or did exist, at Stuttgart ui Germany , it was only 
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one section of the Museum, and the choice of objects was 
not faultless (there were more appropriate ones m the other 
sections of the Museum) But ash-trays the shape of 
water-closets, toilet-rolls printed with patriotic mottoes, 
beer-mugs in the shape of Bismarck (or Hindenburg) were 
some of the more memorable exhibits 

Inappropnateness is perhaps the basis of our objection 
to this kind of vulgarity Psychologically I thmk we 
should find that the motives behind such types of expression 
have much m common with the motives behind laughter 
Vulgarity is often desperately senous, but some of the 
theories used to explain laughter could be adapted to vul- 
garity Vulgarity is, like humour, a convement method 
of draining off superfluous energy , contrast ’’ and 
mcongrmty are characteristics of its mode of operation, 
and psychological explanations of humour which lay 
emphasis on the elements of superiority, contempt or 
hostility could find ample support m vulgar objects That 
a sexual tendency is present 3S shown, not only in the 
usual type of music-hall vulgar joke ”, but m many of 
the specimens of so-called works of art assembled m the 
Stuttgart museum Perhaps this amounts to no more 
than saymg that vulgarity is often humorous, but actually 
some general psychological theory can be foimd which 
would explain all these departures from human digmty 
But vulgarity, and the laughter it involves, has its social 
value, as Mr Robey realizes As he says, it is the finest 
antidote to hypocrisy But that is honest ” vulgarity, 
or shall we say vulgarity justified by the abuses it corrects 
There remains dishonest vulgarity, and I think we shall 
find that this is simply vulgarity badly presented Even 
on the music-hall stage, prefer vulgarity to be expressed 
by an artist, and a joke made by George Robey is not 
qmte the same when it is made by someone else And 
though Ruskm thought that this quality had rendered 
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some of qmte the greatest, wisest, and most moral of 
English writers now almost useless for our youth no one 
nowadays woiSld condemn Chaucer or Shakespeare for 
their vulgarity Vulgar they certainly are on occasions' 
but with such vigour and artistry that anyone not wholly 
inhuman accepts the matter for the sake of the manner 
It IS possible that there are certam grades of vulgarity which 
no artistry could redeem, but perhaps the ideas they 
eaqpress could never by any chance enter a sensitive mmd 
Most of us are compelled almost daily to wait and stare at 
hoardings covered with advertisements, ninety per cent of 
which are frankly and even obscenely vulgar , but if one 
asks oneself, could a good artist render the same idea 
m an acceptable manner, I think m most cases one has 
to confess that he could Why, in spite of that, adver- 
tisement agents go out of their way to find artists who are 
so excessively crude that they must be qmte rare, is one of 
the mysteries of the commercial age Like film producers 
and theatrical managers, they must be actuated by false 
and fantastic notions of what the pubhc wants Some of the 

larger advertismg agencies should be able to test the matter 
statistically, but it is not sufficient to compare what they 
would call high-brow advertisements with the vulgar and 
undoubtedly effective ones What we need is a comparison 

of vulgarity well done and vulgarity badly done The 
results might surprise the wiseacres of the advertismg world 

We may conclude, then, that vulgarity is synonymous 
with bad taste, and that it is an affair of the sensibility 
We are vulgar, not because of what we say, but because 
of our manner of saymg it It is a mode of expression, 
determmed by the sensitiveness of our feelings Whether 
we wear a loud tie, or speak m a loud voice, or with a bad 
accent , whether we make rude noises when eating or 
complete our toilet m pubhc , whether we have cushions of 
screaming satm (complete with tassels) or receiving-Sets m 
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the shape of cathedrals — ^it is always a failure m sensibihty 
Whether a fine sensibihty is inherited or acquired is another 
question ^ but granted a modicum of it, it seems educable 
The unfortunate fact is that it rarely accompanies whatever 
other qualities make for success m the modem world 


25 Shelley 

The truest thing ever said about Shelley was said by his 
Wife, Mary Shelley,’’ she wrote on a note on 'The Revolt 
of Islam^ possessed two remarkable qualities of mtellect — 
a bnlhant imagmation, and a logical exactness of reason ” 
Imagmation and reason — people are accustomed to regard 
these two faculties as m some sense contradictory, and for 
more than a hundred years there has been a tendency to 
ex2ilt, or deplore, Shelley’s imagmative gifts to the neglect 
of his metaphysics This is natural, because the appeal 
of poetry— of pure poetry — ^is direct We imght even say. 
It IS magical It works on the senses through the immediate 
impact of visual and auditory images The visual images 
are hterally seen, if only by the mward eye , the auditory 
images, embroidered m words, are hterally heard, like 
notes of music It is tme that the words may at the Same 
time convey a rational meaning, but this is not strictly 
necessary, and those critics who analyse one of the more 
musical of Shelley’s lyncs to prove that it is nonsensical 
are wide of the mark meanmg, m such a context, is 
largely irrelevant Take, for example, these six frag- 
mentary lines which describe the wamng moon 

And like a dying lady, lean and pale. 

Who totters forth, wrapped m a gauzy veil, 

Out of her chamber, led by the insane 
And feeble wanderings of her fading bram. 

The moon arose up m the murky East, 

A white and shap^ess mass — 
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The image is vivid, but it is very nearly ludicrous , and 
imder no circumstances does the moon appear as a white 
and shapeless mass ’’ But it does not matter the words 
are magical, and once read, always remembered 

The imagmation, m poetry, is an arbitiary and inde- 
pendent activity, capable of shocking us by its irrationahty, 
its illogicahty, and its coldness, or lack of what we call 
humamty Nothing could be more typical of this quahty 
m Shelley^s verse than those Lines which were prmted in 
Leigh Hunt’s Literary Pocket Book m 1823 

I 

The cold earth slept below. 

Above the cold sky shone , 

And all around, with a chilhng sound. 

From caves of ice and fields of snow 
The breath of night like death did flow 
Beneath the sinking moon 

u 

The wintry hedge was black, 

The green grass was not seen. 

The birds did rest on the bare thorn’s breast. 
Whose roots, beside the pathway track. 

Had bound their folds o’er many a crack 
Which the frost had made between 

ni 

Thine eyes glowed in the glare 
Of the moon’s dying light , 

As a fen-fire’s beam on a sluggish stream 
Gleams dimly, so the moon shone there. 

And It yellowed the strmgs of thy raven hair. 
That shook m the wmd of night 

rv 

The moon made thy lips pale, beloved — 

The wmd made thy bosom chill — 

The mght did shed on thy dear head 
Its frozen dew, and thou didst he 
Where the bitter breath of the naked sky 
Might visit thee at will 
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When it was first published, this poem was dated Novem-- 
ber^ and modern editors suggest that this must be 

a mistake for November^ i8i6^ smce the verses evidently 
as they say, refer to the tragic suicide of Shelley’s first wife, 
Harriet, which did not take place until the later date 
That assumption shows the cunous workings of the editorial 
mmd, always anxious to find a material or circumstantial 
explanation for somethmg which cannot be explamed the 
magic of poetry If the poem has any reference to Harriet’s 

death, I would rather assume that, like some other poems 
of Shelley’s, it was prophetic m its vision — he more than 
once, for example, anticipated his own death by drownmg 
Such prophetic vision ” may in its turn submit to a 
reasoned psychological explanation, but that is not the 
pomt In the moment of inspiration the poet is not reason- 
mg, in any ordinary sense of the term he is seeing and 
recording vivid imperative images And m these Lines 
it is the accumulation of such images, of ice, of desolation, 
of darkness, of thorns and roots and raven hair, with the 
wmd of mght blowing over them, and the yellow hght of 
the moon givmg them an unearthly pallor, which impresses 
this picture of death so deeply on our minds The mind of 
the poet m that moment of creation was not musing over 
a tragedy personal to himself^ was not stirred by feelmgs 
of remorse or pity It was recording as exactly and 
automatically as a machine — a miraculous machme, no 
doubt, but machme nevertheless, driven by a more-than- 
human, more-than-mortal, energy But Shelley himself 
has described the process 

Nor seeks nor finds he mortal blisses. 

But feeds on the aereal kisses 
Of shapes that haimt thought’s wildernesses 
He will watch from dawn to gloom 
The lake-reflected sun illume 
The yellow bees m the ivy-bloom, 

I!^I 
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Nor heed^ nor see, what things they be , 

But from these, create he can 
Forms more real than hvmg man, 

Nurshngs of immortality 

We should read and re-read those well-known Imes, and 
not let their meamng escape us through over-famiharity , 
for they contam a very precise and adequate account of 
the nature of the poetic imagmation 

Already we see, m this quotation, the close umon of 
poetic imagmation and exact reasoning But this kind of 
reasonmg, which is rather a record of psychological per- 
ception, IS not qmte what Mrs Shelley referred to m her 
note on The Revolt of the Islam She had m mind what she 
alternatively describes as metaphysical discussions and 
says that the poet deliberated at one time whether he 
should dedicate himself to poetry or metaphysics ’’ — ^to 
metaphysics, that is to say, as a philosophical pursuit or 
profession Actually, no such choice was possible A man 
IS bom a metaphysician just as naturally as he is born a 
poet, and Shelley, like Dante before him, and like his 
contemporary Goethe, was naturally both poet and 
metaphysician Unfortunately, that is a very rare com 
bmation, and there are relatively few people capable of 
appreciating both aspects of such metaphysical poets I 
doubt if the philosophy of Dante, as distmct from his 
poetry, would have been so much appreciated but for the 
fact that he chose to be the exponent of the orthodox 
Ghnstian philosophy of his time Shelley ^s philosophy was 
defiantly heterodox, so m addition to the initial difficulty 
of being a philosophy of any kind, it has had to contend 
with the opposition and studied neglect of critics who, m so 
far as they were philosophical, were orthodox— -of whom 
Matthew Arnold was the most typical as well as the most 
snobbish 

Shelley’s metaphysical researches aimed at nothmg less 
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than a rational explanation of the universe and of human 
existence It is the very ma.gmtude of his undertakings 
which has baffled his critics, for the philosophers have 
assumed that a poet could not be professional and the 
hterary critics that his philosophy could not be profound 
I am not aware of the existence of any serious attempt to 
come to terms with this philosophy before Carl Grabo 
began in recent years to publish his studies of Shelley’s 
thought I myself^ who have never been mclmed to 
depreciate the quality of Shelley’s philbsophy, had no 
conception of its range, depth and coherence until I had 
read this Chicago professor’s patient exposition of the 
ideals underlying Shelley’s poems ^ 

What I once attempted to do on a modest scale and by 
the psychological analysis of Shelley’s personality. Professor 
Grabo has done by a complete and objective analysis of 
Shelley’s works, and more particularly of these works in 
relation to the social, scientific and rehgious background of 
his age Shelley’s ideas have been traced to their source, 
related to each other and to their common background, 
and revealed as a coherent intellectual system That his 
poetry must thereby gam immensely m significance should 
at once be obvious , for the common complamt has been 
that Shelley lacked precisely such coherence 

Indeed to-day [to quote from the Preface to this book] 
more than a hundred years after his death, Shelley 
remains no more than the “ beautifLil and meffectual 
angel ” of Matthew Arnold’s smgularly unperceptive 
characterization The lirmtations of Arnold’s intelh- 
gence could scarcely better be mtmiated than by a phrase 
so inept 

Inept as Arnold was, the real villain of the piece is Mary 
Shelley, who, however difficult she may have found her 

^ Carl Grabo The Magic Plant The Growth of Shell^^s 
Thought (University of North Garolma Press, 1936) 
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husband m life, did nothing but sentimentalize him in 
death It was she who, in the notes she affixed to the 
posthumous edition of his Poems, created the image of 
a whimsy Ariel which has ever since been so dear to super- 
ficial critics and romantic biographers The decidedly 
scientific even if Platomc poet-philosopher whom Professor 
Grabo substitutes will not be such a popular figure, but he 
IS demonstrably nearer the truth 

No one would claim that Shelley was to any great extent 
an original thinker He had two masters, from whom he 
derived most of his ideas, and his origmality, such as it is, 
consists m trying to reconcile their apparently contradictory 
systems One of them, Wilham Godwin, was a realist , 
the other, Plato, was a mystic If we have only a super 
ficial knowledge of Shelley’s thought, we are tempted to 
assume that he began with a youthfiil admiration for the 
doctrmes of Godwin and gradually abandoned them m 
favour of the mysticism of Plato This simplification is 
based on the false assumption that reahsm and mysticism 
are mconsistent It is one of Professor Grabo’s finest 
achievements to expose this false assumption Only to 
simple souls ”, he writes, “ are reahsm and mysticism 
mutually exclusive philosophies or attitudes of mmd 
Indeed, it may plausibly be argued that only as the mmd 
perceives the boimdanes of the visible and tangible world 
IS the mvisible world mtelligible ” In that sentence you 
have the key to Shelley’s philosophy From Godwin he 
derived a rational understanding of man and society , 
from Plato, an insight mto the transcendental umverse, the 
pattern underlying experience and determining thought 
H N Brailsfoid, who wrote a brilliant little book on 
Shelley^ Godwin and their Circle for the Home Umversity 
Library, said that to attempt to understand Shelley with- 
out the aid of Godwin is a task hardly more promising than 
It would be to read Milton without the Bible ” Shelley’s 
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bible was Godwin’s Political Jmiice^ first published in 1793^ 
and a book which had an immense vogue in its day Like 
Montesquieu UEspnt des Lots^ Rousseau’s Contrat Social^ 
Adam Smith’s Wealth of Mations^ Marx’s Capital or Kropot- 
kin’s Mutual Aid, it IS one of the classics of pohtical theory 
It has been imduly neglected for the past hundred years, 
because it is completely against the gram of those economic 
and political developments which are associated with the 
Industrial Revolution In that sense it stands at the 
opposite pole to Marx’s masterpiece The doctrme it 
preaches has been called philosophical ” anarchism, but 
It IS difficult to know why anarchism, as distmct firom 
monarchism, conservatism, collectivism or any other 
pohtical theory, should be labelled philosophical ” — 
presumably because it is held to be impracticable But 
certainly neither Godwin nor Shelley regarded their pohtical 
theory as merely theoretical , on the contrary, they put it 
forward as the most rational and common-sense view of 
men and society Smce it has not yet been proved that 
the collectivism to which the Western world has now appar- 
endy committed itself is necessarily an ideal solution of the 
social problem, it is too early to conclude that Godwin and 
Shelley were absolutely wrong 

Godwm’s pohtical theories are not read to-day, and his 
books are improcurable , but fortunately the substance of 
them IS to be found m Shelley’s Queen Mab^ which Brailsford 
described as nothing but Godwm m verse^ with prose 
notes which quote or summarize him ” These notes, 
mcidentally, give a good mdication of the extent of Shelley’s 
scientific mterests at this time, interests astronomical, 
geological, physical and mythological, as well as historical 
and philosophical He was then eighteen But Godwm 
was not a passmg enthusiasm for the youthful Shelley his 
greatest poems, Prometheus Unbound and Hellas, are per- 
meated with the same ideas That last great firagment, 
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Hie Triumph of Lvfey though so Platonic in its imagery and 
meaning, is still faithful to the ideals of his first master 
Shelley’s Hellenism is another subject too big to trace 
even m outlme here He was, I believe, both m spirit and 
knowledge, a profoimder Hellemst than any other English 
poet, profounder even than Goethe, and only rivalled by 
his great contemporary, the German poet Holderlm He 
made a translation of one of Plato’s works, the Symposium 
or Banquety and m a Preface to that translation paid a 
tribute to his master 

Plato [he wrote] exhibits the rare union of close and 
subtle logic with the Pythian enthusiasm of poetry, 
melted by the splendour and harmony of his periods mto 
one irresistible stream of musical impressions, which 
hurry the persuasions onward, as m a breathless career 
His language is that of an inomortal spirit, rather than 
a man His views mto the nature of mmd and 

existence are often obscure, only because they are pro- 
found , and though his theones respecting the govern- 
ment of the world, and the elementary laws of moral 
action, are not always correct, yet there is scarcely any 
of his treatises which do not, however stained by puerile 
sophisms, contam the most remarkable mtmtions mto 
all that can be the subject of the human mmd 

Those words which Shelley used of Plato, we m our turn 
might apply to Shelley In his longer poems and m his 
brief and hagmentaxy prose wntmgs, Shelley gave expres- 
sion to what we sometimes call a synthetic philosophy, 
meaning by that a fusion, m the umty of his personahty or 
vision of the world, of such apparently disparate elements 
as Platonism, anarchism and contemporary science It is 
a very subtle and profound philosophy, which has often 
been condemned by people who have not taken the trouble 
to understand it, and who m some cases have not had the 
mental power 

In our own scientific pride we sometimes forget that 
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Newton and IDavy preceded Darwin and Einstein, and that 
the natural philosophers of Shelley’s time had a theory of 
the material umverse no less consistent and no more final 
than ours The same conflict between matter and spirit, 
determinism and free will, existed then as now, and then as 
now the supreme effort of philosophy was to establish a 
momstic theory of the umverse in which matter and 
being — all the phenomenal world — ^aie conceived as but 
manifestations of thought ” 

The scientific speculations of Shelley’s time were not less 
materialistic than those of to-day , on the whole they were 
more naively mechanistic than at any time smce then 
But Shelley was not long m perceivmg the madequacy of 
a purely rationalistic mterpretation of the umverse, and 
the synthesis to which he was logically driven has perhaps 
a good deal in common with Bergsomsm Whatever we 
may call it, the synthesis of understanding and mtuition, 
of perception and representation, of reahty and dream, 
remains the central problem of all speculations — of all 
dialectics Both Ghristiamty and Marxism are equally 
synthetic resolutions of this same problem Professor 
Grabo calls Shelley the greatest of Protestants among 
modern poets and thinkers so probably, to a world which 
has not yet dared to conceive Marxism as a remtegration of 
Ghristiamty, Shelley is to be classed as a prophet rather 
than a disciple 

We speak of these philosophies — Platonism, Ghristiamty, 
Marxism — ^m abstract mtellectual terms, but all alike are 
firmly based on human e3q>erience, and are profoxmdly 
ethical m their practical teaching Shelley, too, was 
moved primarily by his acute sense of the else unfelt 
oppressions of this earth, by the desire to alleviate the 
sufferings of mankmd Garl Grabo would not have us 
Ignore this zealous aspect of the poet “ I feel for the 
recogmtion of Shelley’s philosophic greatness the passionate 
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concern which he felt for the recognition of ideas needful 
to the regeneration of the world , and the same impatience 
with a worlcf* bhnd to him as to them ” Xhere is no 
promise that such impatience will be assuaged m our time , 
but Shelley’s mtellectual reputation is redeemed, and by 
that act the world itself is a step nearer redemption 
His philosophy would have received its supreme expres 
Sion in The Triumph of Ltfe^ a noble Dantesque fragment, 
written like Dante’s own great poem, in terjza nma^ and 
designed to tell, like the Divine Comedy but with a difference, 

the wondrous story 

How all thmgs are transfigured except love 

But though The Triumph of JLife promised to be a maturer 
poem than Prometheus Unbound^ it is in this great epic that 
the best of Shelley’s thought receives sublime poetic 
expression There are passages in it of somewhat pedes 
tnan blank verse, and at times the rhetoric strikes the 
sophisticated modem ear much too forcibly, but it is an 
immense imagmative conception, carried out with the 
confidence of a supreme poetic techmcian, and conveying 
a complete and coherent vision of human destiny 


26 Problems of Primitive Art 

The French have a phrase, “ I’art rupestre ” (Latin 
rupes^ a rock), which very conveniently covers all those 
types of art which are engraved or drawn on rocks or^m 
caves by primitive races of men We tend to distinguish 
between “ cave drawmgs ”, by which we mean the art of 
prehistoric men of the Stone Age, and rock paintmgs ”, 
by Which we mean the more recent art of the bushrrien of 
Afiica and Austraha , but these types of art show not only 
a close aesthetic similarity, but even historical contmuity, 

128 



Problems of Primitive Art 

SO a generic term is desirable Until one is mvented, we 
mTost make use of the rather ambiguous word primitive 
Such art^ however, is only primitive m the hAtoncal sense ? 
from an aesthetic point of view it often far surpasses the 
art of later and more civilized coromuruties 

The general features of the prehistoric art of the Stone 
Age become more familiar every day The caves, partic- 
ularly those m the Dordogne district m France, are visited 
by thousands of tourists every year They are lit up by 
electricity, and provided with guichets, entrance fees and 
guides like any other historical monument There are 
now some sixty of these sites m France and Spam, most 
of them discovered m the last foity years It is still possible 
that more sites may be discovered m Europe, but interest 
has now shifted to Africa, where, particularly m the Sahara 
i^ion, important discoveries are being made Details of 
what are said to be very remarkable rock pamtmgs at 
Tibesti on the eastern side of the desert are not yet available , 
but Count F de Chasseloup Laubat has published a very 
mterestmg accoimt of his disco venes in the Hoggar district 
to the north-west of the desert ^ The engravmgs and 
drawings vary considerably in composition and style, firom 
a large isolated engraving of a hon, quite schematic and 
symbolic m style, to very hvely and naturalistic representa- 
tions of huntmg scenes 

The newly discovered engravmgs and drawings are 
similar to the palaeohthic art of the French and Spanish 
caves Before drawmg any conclusions from this similarity, 
we must freely admit that the human mmd at any given 
stage of development is likely to express itself m a similar 
way given similar conditions of environment But there 
are certam characteristics m the Hoggar art which have 
led Count dc Chasseloup Laubat to form a wider hypothesis 
He si;^gests that we may be concerned with an art which 
^ Art Rupestre au Hoggar Pans (Librame Plon), 1938 
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was brought mto Northern Africa by palseohthic man as he 
retreated from the glacial climate of Europe, and that 
when the Hoggar civilization was dispersed by the mcreasing 
aridity of the Sahara, one branch of it moved eastward and 
influenced the pre-dynastic art of Egypt This hypothesis 
mvolves dating the earliest of the Hoggar pamtmgs and 
engravings to the remote period of the Stone Age, and the 
arguments are fairly convmcmg In the first place, some 
of the subjects are so naturahstic and display such an 
accurate observation of the subject that they are not likely 
to be memorized impressions of distant scenes , that is to 
say, they depicted the life surrounding these bills, and 
therefore revert to a period when the Sahara was inhabited 
by elephants, ostriches and herds of cattle, and had a 
climate and vegetation to support such animals As we 
find giraffes among the animals represented, the author 
argues that the vegetation must have been of a considerable 
luxuriance and height Climatic conditions of such a 
nature have not existed m the Sahara withm histone times 
Secondly, the engravmgs, which were executed by means 
of a flmt tool, imply a race able to make and mampulate 
such tools Fmally, though the expedition had neither the 
time nor the equipment to make scientifrc diggings, a stone 
implement of the neohthic period was actually foimd on 
the site 

Whatever their age, it is certam that the oldest of these 
African rock pamtmgs are continuous with the much more 
recent and even contemporary art of the bushmen If 
m the other direction they can be linked up with the art 
of the Stone Age, then the significance of the pamtmgs for 
the bush man of to-day may throw some light on the mystery 
of the earhest artistic activities of mankind For the 
prehistoric cave drawings stiU divide scientific opmion mto 
two schools, one afltonmg that the drawings were inspired 
by and ministered to a magical cult, the other seemg m 
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them nothmg but the free expression of an artistic impulse 
Of late years the magical school has been winning It 
IS difficult on any other hypothesis to explam why the 
drawings and engravings should so often be hidden in the 
depths of long subterranean caverns , and the association 
of arrows and masked dancers with the animals also seems 
to pomt to magical practices On the other side it is 
argued that the Stone Age drawmgs are not always m 
caves ^ they occur on open rock surfaces often only a few 
miles away from the caverns Arrows would naturally be 
associated with hunting scenes of no m agical significance , 
and as for the so-called masked dancers^ these may be 
merely hunters I have always felt that the famous 
Sorcerer in the cave of Trois Freres m the Pyrenees 
district, which depicts a human being wearing a stag’s 
pelt, might just as readily be mterpreted as a camouflaged 
stalker as a dancmg medicme-man And this particular 
drawing is the strongest piece of evidence brought forward 
by the magical school 

What is certam is that among the bushmen and among 
the more settled natives of the African contment, there are 
drawmgs which have a magical significance and others 
which are free expressions of the artistic impulse But 
magical, which is apt to convey all kinds of ritualistic and 
supernatural complications, is perhaps not the right word 
to use m this connection Animistic would be better 
The native’s world is dualistic He believes that not only 
every human bemg has a soul, but also every animal , and 
he IS very worried, to say the least of it, if a disembodied 
soul IS left at loose The cult of the mask, an object which 
accounts for such a large proportion of native Afincan art, 
IS due to this belief The mask is a depository for some 
wandermg soul — for some soul not properly disposed of 
by the obseqmes which attend a normal death Such 
masks are generally kept m a secret and obscure place 
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The analogy is obvious The caves of the Stone Age were 
the secret places where the hunters of the peiiod disposed 
of the souls of the animals they had slam So much we 
admit But it is too much to claim that the artists who 
engraved or painted such animals m the depths of a cave 
did not use their talents m other places and for other 
purposes — or for no purpose at all The artistic quality 
of the drawings implies a human being of considerable 
sensibihty — above all^ a human bemg It is only human 
that the artist of the Stone Age, like the bushman artist 
of a later age, should exercise his talent whenever he found 
hi m self with nothing much to do and a tempting rock 
surface at hand For though primitive man believed that 
every soul must be provided with a permanent resting- 
place, and that an image would serve the purpose, I know 
of no evidence which suggests that he had to provide a 
soul for every image he made We may be quite sure that 
the soul was not lodged m the image without due ceremony , 
an image, therefore, which had not been subjected to such 
a ceremony would possess no particular significance It 
would be simply a work of art 


27 Milton 

]VIilton’s rank as a poet was never secure , Addison said 
that “ our language sunk under him ”, and Johnson’s 
famous “ Life ” of the poet is full of censure His 
of Lyndas as “ easy, vulgar, and therefore disgustmg ”, 
Its diction ” harsh ”, its rhymes " uncertain ” and its 
numbers ” unpleasmg ”, is one of the curiosities of literary 
criticism But to-day there are many of us who hold that 
his praise of Paradise Lost is no less extravagant — “ a poem 
which, considered with respect to design, may HaiTv. the 
first place, and with respect to performance the second, 
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among the productions of the human mind ” There are 
no statistics available and hterary merit is not determmed 
by suffrage , but the number of people wh« now read the 
whole of this epic from free choice rather than academic 
duty must be exceedmgly small This may be partly 
explained by the general neglect of poetry, but no un- 
prejudiced cntic can defend the vast tracts of dull and 
mvolved rhetoric which give the poem its epic bulk In 
detail, too, the poetic style or diction, with its mversions, 
latimties, and obscure allusions, cannot but be regarded 
as a sluggish backwater m the swift and clear stream of 
English poetry But the poem has, many virtues to 
outbalance these defects — dramatic coherence, moral 
fervour, and a resounding music which stays m the mind 
long after prettier tmkhngs have faded out 

The mam hindrance to the general appreciation of 
Milton^s poetry is a certam artificiality, which is, however, 
quite distmct from the artificiality of Drydcn or Pope 
Milton, to whom we owe the very phrase unpremeditated 
verse is known to have composed m gusts of inspiration 
It follows that this quality of artificiality, which is present 
m Lycidas no less than m Samson Agomstes, is rather a reflec- 
tion of his mmd and constitution than a slow and deliberate 
construction of his mtellect If it were not present m his 
early poems, it might have been ascribed to his blindness , 
as it is, we must suppose that it is due to abstract or meta- 
physical habits of thought, and as such it reappears m the 
similar case of Shelley The advant^e m this kind of poet 
IS that he will have a more considerable influence on the 
minds of his fellow men , for in civilized communities the 
mind IS apt to be more accessible than the senses 
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Our reactions to a work of art are not necessarily assthetic , 
however much the purists may resent it, people are 
accustomed to demand from pictures, and artists generally 
supply, information of various kinds, anecdotes, illustrations 
to their vague thoughts This is sometimes called the 
mtellectual element m art, but I feel that “ intellectual is 
at once too fine and too forbidding a word to use m this 
connection What we are expectmg from the work of art 
IS an illustration , just as we frankly expect a book illustrator 
(usually regarded as an inferior type of artist) to make a 
graphic representation of characters or scenes m a book, 
so we expect the pamter and the sculptor (usually regarded 
as superior types of artist) to make a graphic representation 
of general ideas, historical events, topographical views, or 
livmg people For many people — I suspect for most 
people — ^that is the only demand made on the artist, the 
only function assigned to him Perhaps unconsciously 
they respond to the formal arrangement of the picture, but 
that this formal response is very weak can be demonstrated 
by psychological experiments which prove that only m 
exceptional cases is there any constant sense of form 
That sense, like any other latent sense, can be educated and 
tramed , but such possibihties apart, art is for the few, 
illustration for the many 

Sickert had a somewhat cymcal realization of this truth 
He once confessed m a letter, Mrs Woolf tells us,^ “ I 
have always been a hterary pamter, thank goodness, like 
all the decent pamters ** But there are more ways than 
one of bemg literary, and I am not convinced, to come at 
once to the pomt of these remarks, that Sickert’s literariness 

1 Virginia Woolf Walter Sickert a Conversation London 
(Hogarth Press), 1934 
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has much in common with the hteranness of the decent 
pamters Sickert was so determined to be literary that he 
ended by bemg hteral , he resorted to booss and to book 
illustrations, and gave us on canvas an enlarged version of 
what he found there He no longer mvented a theme , 
he did not even trouble to mvent the illustration of a theme 
He gave us, m dehghtfui colour but m a technique of 
scamped brushstrokes on coarse canvas which will surely 
wear badly with the years, what is no more than a pastiche 
I don^’t suppose that Sickert mtended it to be more, and as 
such It IS charming enough But we should not confuse 
such pleasant fancies with the serious busmess of art — 
which has something m common, surely, with the senous 
busmess of life 

For Sickert, the whole of the post-impressionist move- 
ment has been spoof the biggest racket of the 
century imposed on the ever-gulhble pubhc by clever 
dealers As for Cezanne, history must needs describe Kim 
as un grand rate^ an mcomplete giant ’’ Sickert grants 
him a tmy percentage of successes, but the techmeal 
methods he used were just those which seemed to Sickert 
least likely to produce fine pamtmg Cezanne less than 
anyone achieved significant form What is the first gift 
needed to achieve significant form ^ A sense of aplomb 
Cezanne was utterly incapable of getting two eyes to 
tally, or a figure to sit or stand without lurching 
Cezanne will only be remembered as a curious and 
pathetic by-product of the Impressionist group ** And 
much else to the same effect As for the Post-impressionists 
who followed Cezanne — agam, it is all spoof Picassos 
and Matisses could be pamted by all the coachmen that 
the nse of the motor traffic has thrown out of employment ’’ 
Progress, Sickert emphasizes m a string of capitals, is the 
slow unfoldmg of a profound and comprehended conserva- 
tism And again 
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There is no new art There are no new methods 
There is no new theory The old one is great It 
prevails, it ^as prevailed and it will prevail There can 
no more be a new art, a new painting, a new drawing, 
than there can be new arithmetic, new dynamics, or a 
new morahty The error of the critical quidnunc 

is to suppose that the older things are superseded They 
are not superseded They have been added to That 
is all 

But that IS more or less what Cezanne said, and neither 
Matisse nor Picasso, nor any of the critics who support 
them, IS likely to deny this truth Plus pa change^ plus Pest 
la mime chose is true of all the transformations of art The 
test of a free sensibihty is that it can always perceive the 
eternal through its temporal dress Sickert, like so 
many painters who turn cntic, failed m this respect Such 
people are so conditioned by their own technical Kabits 
that they cannot conceive that the truth can be expressed 
m any other way More than that, they cannot see the 
truth for the technique Sickert is always admirable as an 
exponent of the techmque of pamting, whether it is his own 
or that of an old master Take the following passage, for 
example, from an essay he wrote in Art and Letters (1918) 

The instrument of oil-pamt contains two distmct 
resources, the combmation of which alone can display 
to the full the abimdance of its wealth and the extent of 
a region in which no other medium can touch it 
The two resources are firstly, the tones selected and 
compared as opaque , and secondly, their effect as spread 
thinly, and playing thus a semi-transparent role, on the 
colour of a given preparation It is on the mter- 

action of such grounds with the pamting proper that 
the complete master of the medium rehes To use the 
housepamter’s expression, the groimd grins through "" 

This observation, so zUummating as the explanation of 
the technique of Frans Hals, David, Constable, Renou or 
Whistler, and of Sickert himself, does not, of course, neces- 
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sanly explain the technique of all painters — of all the 
painters who painted before the invention of oil painting 
and of all who find that the juxtaposition of pure colours 
13 also a medium of expression which has its own justifica- 
tion There may be no new art and no new methods, but 
Sickert’s mistake is to assume that there is only one type 
of art, only one method of pamtmg Within his conventions, 
he IS a perfect pamter and a just critic , but it is almost 
incredible that mteUigence should be at once so acute and 
so narrow It is all the more strange when one considers 
the breadth of Sickert’s human sympathies Taste he 
wrote m one of his memorable New Age articles, ** is the 
death of a pamter He has all his work cut out for him, 
observing and recording His poetry is in the interpretation 
of ready-made life ” There is something very profound m 
the wholeness of Sickert’s conception of art — ^not the human 
figure isolated, not the landscape isolated, not the still-life 
isolated, but the whole of creation m its organic unity If 
the pamter can place himself within this existential flow, 
and make his art part of its livmg contmmty, then his art 
has a social relevance far greater than any pattern 
abstracted ” from that reality 

The real subject of a picture or a drawing is the 
plastic facts it succeeds m expressing , and all the world 
of pathos, of poetry, of sentiment that it succeeds in 
conveying, is conveyed by means of the plastic facts 
expressed, by the suggestions of the three dimensions of 
space, the suggestion of weight, the prelude or refiain 
of movement, the promise of movement to come, or the 
echo of movement past 

It IS m such words as these that Sickert reveals his 
profound imders tandmg of art, and we must conclude that 
he was prevented from acknowledgmg the immense cpn- 
tnbutLOn which Cezanne made to the expression of precisely 
such plastic facts by some personal prejudice, Sickert’^s 
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involve selection ^ For selection implies (a) a standard for 
which selection is made , (b) sensibility to distinguish 

according to this standard The exercise of sensibihty m 
the mterests of a standard is an elementary definition of art 
Selection, I think it can be shown, is the very first prmciple 
of the film , the film is therefore essentially an art 

The film is visual That fact immediately links it — ^from 
the pomt of view of aesthetics — ^with the visual or, as they 
are more commonly but less accurately called, the plastic 
arts Movmg pictures — ^the Movies — that is the most 
descriptive title which has ever been given to the Film 
Picture plus Movement that is the definition of a film, and 
if we can mtroduce mto the aesthetics of pictorial art the 
modifications required by this new factor, then we shall 
have an aesthetic of the Film 

But It IS not so simple as it sounds To introduce this 
new factor mto the picture involves conditions which almost 
entirely separate pictorial art (let us say painting) from the 
film This is the essential distmction — even opposition — 
between the pamting and the film the pamting is com- 
posed subjecUvely, the film objectively However highly 
we rate the function of the scenario writer — in actual 
practice it is rated very low — ^we must recognize that the 
film IS not transposed directly and freely from the mmd by 
means of a docile medium like paint, but must be cut 
piece-meal out of the lumbering material of the actual 
visible world 

Paintmg is a synthesis (I ignore the crude notion that it 
iS imitation) , the film is essentially analysis The painter 
composes within his mind (that is to say, makes a synthesis 
of) selected elements of his visual experience (In the 
actual process of composition he goes beyond his experience, 
guided by imagination and sensibility ) The director of a 
film begins with the same visual experience, but he is 
anchored to his material To make his material sigmficant 
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— Significant of more than ito actuality, its news value — ^he 
must break the continmty of his vision — jump from one 
steppmg-stone of significance to another Efe must analyse 
the scene foi its significant aspects (For example, m filmg 
like Ram or Pierement the camera’s motto is Say when ’’ 
The producer goes about like a ferret for significance, 
crying Now * ’*) 

The film punsts insist on the mechanical nature of the 
process (as though a pamt-brush, an engravmg-tool, a piano, 
were not also pieces of mechanism) The true inspiration 
for the film, they say, is to be found m its technical pos- 
sibilities Der Apparat ist die Muse (Bela Balazs) 
But It IS necessary to distmguish between the tool and the 
material (the medium), between the Apparat ” and that 
which IS operated upon The sculptor’s muse is not his 
chisel, but the marble , perhaps more accurately it is the 
impact of these two factors, creative inspiration depending 
on a sensuous reaction to the feel of the chisel against the 
marble There is the same sensuous factor m the applica- 
tion of a charged brush to canvas , and the same factor is 
obvious m music The camera is the film-director’s tool, 
his medium is hght, or rather the impact of light on solid 
objects It might be better still to regard the camera as a 
chisel of light, cutting into the reahty of objects In any 
case, hght is the muse 

We might abandon the word selection, because it is too 
static m Its implications We need to emphasize the 
mobihty, the plasticity of the film For this is the quality 
by virtue of which the film becomes an art I have used 
these two words, mobihty and plasticity, as interchangeable 
But note that m sculpture, for example, an object is moulded, 
made plastic, to arrive at an immobile, absolute, eternal 
status , m the film the immobihty (even when moving ^) 
of objects IS, as it were, unmoulded, made plastic, to arrive 
at a mobile, relative, and transitory object Sculpture 
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the art of space, as music is of time The film is the art of 
space-time it is a space-time contmuum 

There are at least three directions (or dimensions) m 
which movement may take place (i) movement of the 
camera, (2) movement of hght, (3) movement of the object 
photographed Gombmations of such movements produce 
almost endless possibihties of plastic form 

The true plasticity of the film, the plasticity which gives 
the fi lm its uniqueness, is a plasticity of hght An essential 
film would be an abstract film, a “ pure ” creation of hght 
and darkness, just as an essential pamtmg is an abstract 
pamtmg But such films are only for the purists 

The question of form is difficult Even m pamtmg we 
must distmguish between closed form (form determined by 
the frame and plane of the pamted surface) and open form 
(form which ignores these limits and prolongs itself mto the 
space about the pamtmg, typified in Baroque art) We 
may select stills ” for their closed form — ^for their pictorial 
composition — but the film itself is essentially open form 
It contmually imphes the space around the objects repre- 
sented and beyond the limits of the screen , it endeavours 
to make the part represent the whole It is an art of 
cuts — economy cuts 

Its freedom threatens the film , it is a runaway The 
problem of the film as an art-form may be reduced to the 
invention of proper conventions It must reject the umties 
proper to the drsima (nothing is so feeble as the filmed play) 
but It must discover the unities proper to a space-time 
“ continuum ” Perhaps Its only possible unity is the 
absence of any unity , the film is essentially alogical In 
the film events can occur simultaneously , they can be 
represented m more than one umt of dimension , time 
Itself can be controlled Its only umty is continuity 
How easily this contmmty may be destroyed is seen in 
the average talkie The talk interrupts the contmuity of 
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the movement, or at least delays it We begin to listen, 
instead of lookmg But once we consciously listen m the 
cmema, we might as well be m the thea^e 

It IS difficult to see any distmct art-form evolving out of 
the talkie But we must distinguish between the talkie 
pure and simple, and the film with effects ” Even 
speech may be an effect, as we see most clearly m Rene 
Clair’s films, where speech is used sparmgly, and never 
mterrupts the contmmty of the film Speech must keep 
time with the film, but the normal film annihilates time 
Therefore it must annihilate speech 

The same observations may be made of musical accom- 
paniment It must keep time with the film Therefore 
the film must either be a direct transcript of the music (as 
a film of a dancer dancmg to music might be), or the 
music must be composed for the film (as Edmund Meisel’s 
music for Potemkin) 

This does not imply that the talkie has no future But 
Its laws will not be the laws of the pure film, and the sooner 
it works out its own salvation the better Rudolf Amheim ^ 
uses the followmg analogy A piece of music may be 
composed as a solo for the piano It may afterwards be 
transposed as a duet for piano and violm It will remain 
essentially the same piece of music, but both the piano 
part and the viohn part taken separately will not represent 
the ongmal music , each has been modified to make a 
unity when played together So both speech and film 
must be modified to make a perfect talkie 

Ignormg the plasticity of the filming process itself, we 
may still find a justification for the film as an art-form m 
the process of montage Montage is mechanized imagina- 
tion The producer dehberately mterferes with the 
anonymity, the impersonahty of the camera He takes its 
mechamcal products (how httle mechamcal they need be 
^ Film London (Faber & Faber), 1933 
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we have already seen) and arranges them as fieely as the 
painter arranges his forms and colours It is the most 
important stage m the whole process of film-production, 
sestheticaliy considered This has been realised by film 
theoreticians like Pudowkm and Timoschenko Arnheim, 
m the book already cited, exammes their principles and 
reduces them (or rather extends them — they occupy four 
pages mto a logical order There are four mam 
prmciples (i) the prmciple of cuttmg itself, (2) time 
conditions, (3) space conditions, and (4) relations of 
content The first principle is concerned with questions of 
rhythm (a senes of relatively long and equal scenes securing 
a peaceful rhythm, a senes or alternate long and short scenes 
securing a qmcker rhythm, and so on), with questions of 
scenes withm scenes, scenes running concurrently, and 
with all ways of combining the part and the whole, close- 
ups and concentration, etc The second principle is 
concerned with, securmg effects of contemporaneity, effects 
of memory and foresight, causal effects, annihilation of 
tune effects, etc The third prmciple secures the same 
kmd of effects by showing different events in the same 
setting, or by jumping from one space conception of a 
scene to another space conception of the same scene The 
fourth prmciple secures parallelism or contrast of effects, 
or both together (e g Timoschenko the shackled feet 
of a prisoner m his cell, followed by the legs of a ballet 
dancer at the theatre) 

The more we insist on the plasticity of the film (that is 
to say, on its artistic possibihties) the more we require the 
imagmative artist m the process of production This is 
qmte against the present trend, which is to reduce the rdle 
of the scenano-writer to insigmficance But when the film 
has exhausted its techmcal elajiy then it must mevitably 
return to the poets For the quaUty of an art always 
depends finally on the quality of the rmnd directmg it or 
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producing it, and no art can survive on a purely mechanical 
inspiration There will always be a place for the recording 
film, for the scientific film, the news fil m , ' but finally the 
public will demand the film of imagmation, of vision And 
then will come the day of the poet, the scenano-wnter, or 
whatever we are to call him For actually this artist will 
be a new type of artist — an artist with the visual sensibihty 
of the pamter, the vision of the poet, and the time-sense of 
the musician Instead of doubting the artistic possibilities 
of the film as a medium, we should rather doubt the 
artistic capability of man to nse to the high opportumties 
of this new medium It is a new Pandora^s box that the 
movie-man carries about, from which he has already 
released all kinds of evils, but at the bottom of which hope 
still remains 


30 James Joyce 

To explain the sigrulicance of James Joyce it is necessary 
m the first place to make a distinction between two literary 
pubhcs This is difficult, because any such division seems 
to imply some kmd of snobism the kmd of snobism 
ridiculed as high-brow ”, for example But the dis- 
tinction between high-brow and low-brow really begs the 
question , from the pomt of view of the music-hall comedian 
and his friend, the man-m-the-streef, all senous wntmg is 
high-brow For the purpose of this enquiry I would like 
to assume that we are all high-brows Then we stdl need a 
distinction between what we may call a craft-conscious 
pubhc, and a pubhc merely Out for mstmctive enjoyment. 
The latter forms the majority, and to it most works of art 
are addressed But there exists this other pubhc, perhaps 
only numbering a few hundreds m any coimtry, for whom 
literature is not a question of the direct absorption of a 
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synthetic product^ the work of art, but rather the analysis 
of It Some people like a machme because it runs smoothly, 
and ask no more , others will be seeing how it works It 
IS to this latter type that the art of James Joyce appeals 

The two kinds of enjoyment are essentially different, but 
I do not think that there is any aura of mtellectual supen 
onty attached to either The explanation is probably 
psychological , to one type the work of art appeals as a 
unity they like to see the world of appearances reduced 
to a static defimteness , their enjoyment is contemplative 
To the other type, for whom stability and order are perhaps 
matters of course, the work of art appears as a harmony 
of distmct parts, and the harmony cannot be appreciated 
until the parts are seen m disjunction , enjoyment is 
dynamic 

So far so good , but m making this distmction we assume 
the identical nature of all works of art The author of 
a novel does not stop to consider whether he should write 
for this kind of public or for that , his business, if he is a 
serious artist, is to create a work of art That is to say, his 
object IS always synthetic, and he does not care what kind 
of aesthetic enjoyment his work induces But this is where 
the peculiarity of Joyce’s method becomes evident He is 
writmg dehberately for the analysmg pubhc, and in his 
later work at any rate we may fairly say that the enjoyment 
IS proportionate to the analytical power which his readere 
can contribute In almost any single paragraph they will, 
jf they persist, find a hundred shifting hghts There is an 
underlying warp which is the idle chatter of two washer- 
women washing linen in the River Lififey Into thia warp 
IS woven a weft which is every kmd of association aroused 
by the runnmg river in the very well-stored brain of the 
author These associations may be conscious and are 
often erudite — ^references to Greek myths, to the Vedic 
religion, to obscure languages, to local legend or historical 
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events , or they may be associations springing firom the 
subconscious mind — ^punsj verbal distortions^ thinly dis- 
guised obscemtiesj or merely euphonic or euphuistic 
word-play 

To the first kmd of reader I described, it will all look and 
sound like so much gibberish But those who are analytic- 
ally minded will get a good deal of enjoyment from the 
mental effort of keeping up with the agile acrobatics of 
the author It is a legitimate form of enjoyment, but how, 
it will be asked, does it differ from the enjoyment of a really 
difficult and erudite crossword puzzle ^ Here I must 
confess that I am not sufficiently a partisan of Joyce’s 
methods to answer with my confidence I only know that 
if this gibberish is read aloud it does acquire an odd sort of 
impressiveness, akm to the impressiveness of poetry read 
m a foreign language we do not understand Beyond this 
there may be some kmd of formal structure analogous to 
the structure of a fugue in music, but it is not m any way 
obvious 

A comprehensive explanation of Joyce’s art would have 
to follow his development as a writer I t hin k I have read 
everythmg that he published, and to me the extravagances 
of kiR later works did not come as a surprise I see them 
as a gradual development firom his earhest work I see 
also as an outcome of his innate romanticism I know 
that Joyce has been hailed as a classical writer, particularly 
by hi,s commentator, Stuart Gilbert,^ but that is a classifica- 
tion which I cannot accept It rests on the fact that 
Ulysses j Joyce’s masterpiece, is based throughout on a close 
structural parallelism with Homer’s 0 (fyssey The notion 
rests on a fallacy which identifies form and content , just 
as though we were to say that water poured into a vase 
takes on the form and properties of that vase All the 

^ Stuart Gilbert ^ James Joyce* s Ulysses London (Faber & 
Faber), 1930 
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evidence, it seems to me, goes to show that Joyce is really 
a romantic His first stones, Dubhners^ revealed that 
romantic interest in realism which comes from Norway 
rather than Greece , and his only pia.y> Exiles^ is a 
psychological drama far removed from the canons of 
classical drama The Portrait of the Artist as a Toung Man, 
pubhshed m 1916, is a work of gieat lyncal beauty, but it 
also belongs to that mtrospective mode of self-projection 
which IS the very type of romantic literature Even if we 
read mto it a certain iromc detachment, we must still 
remember that irony is only perverted sentiment, and the 
recourse of disillusioned romantics But the most complete 
evidence of Joyce’s romanticism is to be found in his verse — 
Chamber Music and Pomes Penyeach For example 

The moon’s grey-golden meshes make 
All mght a veil. 

The shorelamps in the slcepmg lake 
Laburnum tendrils trail 

The sly reeds whisper to the mght 
A name — ^her name — 

And all my soul is a delight, 

A swoon of shame 

Mr Gilbert quotes this poem as evidence of Joyce’s 
classical spirit, presumably because it is written m regular 
iambics ^ It is the same assumption as that which led him 
to claim Ulysses as a classical work The truth is, that 
what matters in the distinction between romantic and 
classic is not the form, but the informing spirit The only 
tolerable distmction between romanticism and classicism is 
that which relates itself to the distmction drawn by psy- 
chologists between introspective and objective types of 
personality Romanticism is the expression of personal 
values, classicism the expression of universal values It 
may be tiue that all classicists are, or have been, in some 
degree romantic (they would not be human otherwise), and 
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it IS therefore possible to admit the early romanticism of 
Joyce, and still claim a classical spirit for Ulysses But I do 
not think this claim can be allowed, because the necessities 
of objectivity imply an ever-increasmg tendency towards 
clarity, simphcity, and universahty There is profundity 
in classical art, but no obscurity That, if anything, is its 
mam disadvantage, for the mind is so constituted that it 
hkes to encounter a certam measure of resistance m its 
perceptions Therem hes one of the justifications of 
romanticism 

By accusmg Joyce of romanticism, I am not condemmng 
him It is not the busmess of the critic to take sides m this 
everlasting opposition of romantic and classic His busmess 

IS merely to identify and classify With no other than a 
scientific mtention, I find Joyce to be a romantic poet of 
the most extreme kmd , he is so romantic that he has 
reduced his egocentricity to its last refinement, and evolved 
an art of which only he himself can be the full participant 
But in the process he has so revitalised the current use of 
language, that no one mterested m the art of writing from 
a craft-conscious point of view can afford to neglect his 
example and achievement 


31 TThe Language of the Eye 

It IS sometimes assumed that wars mtearrupt the course 
of art, and that after a crisis such as Europe is now under- 
going, some startlmg new development may be expected 
But m modem history there is no evidence for such a 
belief The war of 1870 made smgularly little difference 
to the development of Impressionism m France Cezanne 
went on pamting, mdifferent to the turmoil around him, 
anxious only to escape his call-up Pissarro fled to England 
and contmued to paint his exquisite pictures Monet went 
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to Holland where he painted windmills and canals Bazille 
was killed — a serious loss but not one which, so far as we 
can tell, mad^ any difference to the evolution of modem 
painting It was the same during the war of 1914—18 
People prophesied that it would kill Cubism and Futurism 
It only served to consolidate those movements, and the 
decade which followed the war brought to fldl maturity 
the art of Matisse, Picasso, Maillol and Klee 

Our modern wars have been a more serious mterruption 
to the work of pamters m beUigerent countries, but a few 
have carried on their serene art uninfluenced by the insane 
strife around them , and many more only await the day 
of peace to take up their brushes or chisels and contmue 
where, a few years ago, they left off Modem art is a 
challenge a challenge to lazy habits of thought, to tired 
senses and uneasy minds, above all a challenge to what 
might be called complacency of vision There is a con 
ventional way of seemg, just as there is a conventional way 
of eating or talking There is a conventional way of 
looking at nature An artist is a man who looks at nature 
with imclouded vision He is continually gathering 
material from his experience of things seen In this 
material he finds forms and qualities which start him off, 
excite his ideas and stimulate his emotions, and cause him 
to play with these forms and quahties, reconstruct them and 
recreate them until they become images which express the 
reahty of his visual experiences But this process which 
*goes on m his mmd is a severe test of his smcenty He 
may be satisfied with a transcript of the appearance of the 
things he sees, and so may his pubhc But every honest 
artist knows that appearances do not necessarily correspond 
to th^ reality Most likely it may only be possible to 
represent the reality by some kind of symbol As a modem 

pamter has expressed it I found that I could express 
what I felt only by paraphrasmg what I saw ’’ (Graham 
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Sutiierland) Words worthy in one of Ins most memorable 
passages, speaks of a dim and nndetemnncd sense 
Of unknown modes of bemg ” That is th^ artist’s feeling 
in the presence of nature, and his art is an attempt to render 
that sense m clear and definite images 

It IS an activity which requires the willing collaboration 
of the spectator I do not mean that the appreciation of 
art mvolves mteliectual effort It is not a question of 
thought or even of understanding That kmd of effort m 
fi-ont of a work of art only produces an inhibition m the 
spectator, like the common experience of being unable to 
remember something the harder we try The true approach 
is open~mmded If we meet a stranger, we do not know 
what his voice will soimd like, nor even if he will speak our 
language We wait expectantly In much the same way 
we should wait for a work of 3xt to speak to us We should 
give our senses a chance — a chance to react without 
prejudice to the language of form and colour A work of 
art IS something we can see something we can touch 
m music, something we can hear Sensation is the basis 
of it all 

Not every critic of art will agree with me, but to ask 
people to begirt looking for profound human emotions, 
tragic experiences, rehgious consolation or pohtical 
enthusiasm m pamted canvas or carved stone seems to me 
like asking them to mdulge m a new kind of crystal-gazing 
And It leads to the same kind of illusion and disappomtment 
I realize that there is such a thmg as religious art there is 
also metaphysical poetry and even music which is said to 
express the subtleties of dialectical materialism But m the 
end there is only good art and bad art And good art is 
something at once very simple and very profound It is 
simple because it is sensuous its pleasures are as primitive 
as the pleasures we get from the contemplation of a flower 
m the field or a shell picked up on the seashore We do 
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not go far astiay if we keep to that simple level of apprecia^ 
tion But of course there is something more — that capacity 
which Blake described as bemg able to see the world 
in a gram of sand. And heaven m a wild flower ” But 
that is obviously not an mtellectual capacity In aesthetics 
we call It an act of mtuition, and beyond the innocence of 
sensation there is m art only the mtuition of absolute values 
Does that seem to make the artist a veiy special kind of 
person ^ That is far from the impression I wish to give 
Rather I believe that artistic potentialities are born with 
every human soul , it is only afterwards that our civiliza- 
tion destroys every trace of those potentiahties Never- 
theless, artistic feelmg caimot be altogether suppressed, 
and out it will come m all sorts of unrecognized ways — 
m the way a woman arranges a bunch of flowers m a vase, 
m the way a girl matches the colours of her clothes, in the 
way a man makes something (a radio-cabmet or a garden 
seat) for his own use The first thmg to realize about art 
IS that the artist is doing exactly the same kind of thing — 
arranging objects, matching colours, making something 
with his hands What he makes may be something useful — 
a chair to sit on, a carpet to walk on, or a house to live m , 
but more often what we mean by art — a pamting or a 
piece of sculpture — is not so obviously useful We can, 
after all, “ do without pictures and pieces of sculpture 
m a sense m which we cannot do without chairs and carpets 
But domg without ’’ something is an economic question 
The fact that people who have the money are wilhng to 
pay hundreds and even thousands of pounds to possess 
works of art means that they are paymg for a pleasure or a 
satisfaction which they consider worth the price What is 
this pleasure ^ What is this deep satisfaction ^ Fimda- 
mentally it is the pleasure we get from the sight of a well- 
arranged bimch of flowers or a well-dressed woman — ^that 
pleasure refined and mtensified and made permanent on a 
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square of canvas But it may be more than that Even 
animals may be presumed to have sensations and to get 
joy from them , but we human bemgs hav^ also all those 
emotions and aspirations which arise from what I have 
called an mtuition of absolute values , and servmg these 
emotions and aspirations we have a faculty which we call 
the imagination, by means of which we can re-create the 
past and see far into the future All these mental or 
spiritual images and ideas can be expressed in pictures , 
indeed, although they can also be expressed m words, 
they are never so clear and never so umversal as when 
expressed m pictmes Words are peculiar to one coxmtry 
or race, and to one period of time , but the picture is free 
from these limitations — ^it is a language which can be 
imderstood m all places and at all times 

Look at pictures, therefore, as a language of the eye 
The artist is trymg to say something to you Above all, 
he is trying to say something to you which cannot he 
expressed in words He is trying to say, not only This 
is a bimch of flowers or This is the head of a girl ** or 
This is an Insh landscape , he is also saying something 
beyond the reach of ordinary language — ^indeed, he is no 
longer saying ” something to us but domg ** something 
to us The colours he has put on his canvas m cer*tam 
quantities and intensities are vibratmg along our nerves, 
creatmg a sensation of pleasure m our minds He has 
not merely recorded what the camera can record of a 
person or a landscape , his imagmation has pierced the 
superficial veil of appearances and revealed the mner 
structure of what the eye sees He has done more with 
his acute senses he has felt what we call the spirit of a 
landscape or the personality of a human being, and these 
imm aterial quahties he has mcorporated m the form and 
colour of his work Sometimes he has turned away from 
the external world and has looked deep into his own mind, 

153 


F 



A Goat of Many Colours 

and then tried to represent the images which arise spontan- 
eously before the inner eye The records he brings 
back firom his spiritual journeys are works of art no le^ 
“ real ” than the plain image of a flower or a face 


32 Nathaniel Hawthorne 

In any general view of the whole range of American 
hterature, the first peak we discern is Hawthorne T^here 
are, of course, many important writers of earher date 
There is the bulky theological hterature of Puritanism, and 
there is an important political hterature best represented 
by the names of Thomas Jefferson and Alexander Hamilton 
More difficult to exclude is that first group of purely 
professional writers born m the eighties and nmeties of the 
eighteenth century — ^Washington Irvmg, James Femmore 
Cooper and William Cullen Bryant Whether justly or 
xmjustly, none of these three authors is nowadays much 
read outside the coimtry of his origm To justify the 
exclusion of Emerson and Longfellow would need more 
mgenuity They were almost exact contemporaries of 
Hawthorne’s — all three were bom between 1803 and 1807 
Longfellow’s reputation has dechned disastrously during 
the past fifty years, and I doubt if even his Hiawatha would 
survive had not Golendge-Taylor set it to music which 
makes it a smtable subject for amateur choral societies 
Longfellow, Emerson, Irving, Bryant — there is perhaps 
some common quality m all these early American writers 
which explains why they have so little appeal to modem 
readers I imagme it has something to do with their 
complacency, their seremty, their air of self-satisfaction 
They are out of key with our unsettled and tragic existence, 
in a sense which is not true of Hawthorne and Poe These 
two writers strike a more sombre note we feel that they 
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may have some message, some consolation for the modem 
world At least, there is a very pertment message m 
Hawthorne Poe may still appeal to us. But for a very 
different reason 

Hawthorne is often called a Puritan, sometimes a 
Calvinist What is imphed m such a statement needs a 
httie more defimtton A modem American writer 
expressed the truth of the matter very neatly Hawthorne 
** did not need to beheve m Puritanism, for he understood 
it He saw the empirical truth behind the Calvinist 
symbols He recovered what Puritans profesed but seldom 
practised — the spirit of piety, humility and tragedy m the 
face of the mscmtable ways of God ” ^ 

It must be emphasized that Hawthorne is m a very 
fundamental sense a Christian writer He is not an artist 
for art^s sake, like his contemporary Edgar Poe he is a 
man usmg his artistic gifts to convey a certam philosophy 
of life It IS perfectly correct, it seems to me, to describe 
this philosophy not only as Christian, but as specifically 
Puritan He was profoundly influenced by the greatest 
of our English Puritan writers, John Bunyan, and wrote 
at least one story m the manner of Pilgnm^s Progress 
There is no evidence that he had made any deep study of 
Calvinist theology but that, we might say, was not 
necessary — Calvinist theology was the inescapable environ- 
ment of his New England youth From this theology he 
took two doctrines for illustration and elaboration — ^the 
doctrines of Original Sm and of Predestination In their 
full aijfeterity, both doctrine are gloomy and temfymg 
One teaches that the human race has an innate tendency 
to sm, that it is mvolved m a curse from which no mdividual 
is wholly free, and for which every individual must suffer 
the other teaches that all our actions are pre-ordained by 

^ Herbert W Schneider Plie Funtan Mind (New York, 
^930)^ p 262 
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an omnipotent and omniscient God, and that no effort 
on the part of the individual can affect his destiny That 
Hawthorne afcepted these doctrmes m something like 
their original theological severity is shown, not only 
imphcidy m his imagmative writmgs, but explicitly m 
various statements made in his letters and prefaces In 
one letter, for example, he writes 

Vengeance and beneficence are thmgs that God claims 
for Himself His instruments have no consciousness of 
His purpose , if they imagme they have, it is a pretty 
sure token that they are not His instruments The good 
of others, like our own happiness, is not to be attained 
by direct effort, but incidentally All history and 
observation con fi rm this 

Now if Hawthorne had used his talent merely to construct 
fables illustratmg these doctrines, we might have rated him 
high as a moralist, but he would not have been one of the 
world’s great imaginative writers — ^he would not have been, 
using the word m its most general sense, a poet What 
saved him was his objectivity — one of the essential aesthetic 
faculties Hawthorne affirmed the objective existence of 
good and evil, but he did not distort reahty to make the 
good always triumph, or the evil ever suffer punishment 
The course of destiny is mevitable, but it is not rational 
The very purpose of life is obscure, and all the careful 
constructions of the human intellect are vain Feelmg is 
more important than understandmg, a good heart more 
to he desired than a keen mind To his objectivity, 
Hawthorne added another quahty, perhaps tequally 
essential to the artist, his sympathy Without sympathy, 
even evil cannot be faithfully depicted, and Hawthorne’s 
evil gemuses — Ghilhngworth, Judge Pyncheon and Hol- 
lingsworth — like Milton’s Satan, are his most convincing 
creations 

Objectivity and sympathy are, as it were, the main- 
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Spring of Hawthorne’s artistic method, motive powers 
which are not obviously on the surface of his tales and 
novels, but contamed in their substance The visible 
machinery, so obtrusive that some people would say it 
audibly creaks^ is their symbolism There is symbolism 
m the literal sense — the scarlet letter ”, for example, as 
the symbol of adultery — and Hawthorne’s work is full of 
just this kmd of allegorical device It was one of the things 
he took over from Bunyan Most of his tales ”, as 
distmct from the longer “ romances ”, are m reahty fables 
m which the symbols are of more importance than the 
characters who, so to speak, mampulate them There is 
one such tale, ‘‘ The Artist of the Beautiful ”, which is not 
only a typical example of this symbolical writmg, but by 
implication criticizes it A watchmaker has succeeded in 
creatmg a mechanical butterfly, more beautiful and more 
permanent than any of Nature’s butterflies He takes it 
as a bndal present to ** the finend of his boyish years ”, 
now married to a blacksmith,^ himself a symbol of “ mam 
strength and reality ” There is already a child of this 
marriage, another symbol compounded half of mnocence 
and half of scepticism The butterfly represents, m its 
creator’s own words, “ the intellect, the imagmation, the 
sensibihty, the soul of an Artist of the Beautiful ” When 
released the butterfly makes various symbolic flights, 
ahghtmg on the hands of those present and reacting m 
appropriate fashion to their characters Finally it makes 
for the infant It is no ordinary infant there is a 
certain odd expression of sagacity ” m its eyes, and the 
butterfly, as if conscious of something not entirely congenial 
m the child’s nature, alternately sparkles and grows dim 
It flutters away and seems to be avoiding the child 

but while It still hovered m the air, the httle child of 
strength, with his grandsire’s sharp and shrewd expression 
in his face, made a snatch at the marvellous insect and 
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compressed it in his hand The blacksmith, by 

TTtam force, unclosed the infant’s hand, and found within 
the palm a'^amall heap of ghttermg fragments, whence 
the mystery of beauty had fled for ever 

As for the artist who had created this miracle, 

he looked placidly at what seemed the rum of his life’s 
labour, and which was yet no rum He had caught a 
far other butterfly than this When the artist rose high 
enough to achieve the beautiful, the symbol by which 
he made it perceptible to mortal senses became of htde 
value m his eyes while his spmt possessed itself m the 
enjoyment of the reality 

I beheve that this particular tale of Hawthorne’s is the 
author’s deepest comment on his own work He realized 
that he was only creating symbols mconsistent with his 
sceptical outlook on life He realized that his works of 
art would not bear the test of reality But nevertheless 
they did reveal, if only through the reactions they provoked, 
the reality of men’s souls, the truth of the human heart 
Works of art, his own works among them, are bright 
ghttermg toys which have imbibed a spiritual essence — 
call It magnetism or what you will ” Only the innocent 
can accept them for what they are the rest of humamty 
must be judged by them, finding m their partial enjoyment 
an mdex to the coldness or impurity of their hearts 
Hawthorne wrote four longer “ romances ”, as he 
preferred to call them, and a large number of shorter tales 
and sketches His own favourite romance seems to have 
been IThe House of Seven Gables, but the general verdict 
would probably be m favour of TTie Scarlet Letter Haw- 
thorne wrote nothmg more mtensely vivid than the final 
^ene m LTie Scarlet Letter Dickens and Thomas Hardy 
were to write famous scaffold scenes, but Hawthorne’s is 
the supreme one, completely dignified and immensely 
tragic The House of Seven Gables is the most finished ” of 
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these romances it has more variety, both m the writing 
and m the characterization But I would put m a special 
plea for THib Bhthedale Romance^ which I beln^e was Robert 
Browmng’s favourite It is less imaginative it is, m 
fact, the perfectly realistic description of one of those 
ill-fated attempts to foimd an ideal commumty m an 
imperfect world It was based on the history of a socialist 
experiment at Brook Farm m which Hawthorne himself 
had participated Like all his works, it has tiresomely 
facetious passages But it is the least gloomy and the 
least satirical of Hawthorne’s stones, the one most directly 
relevant to life, and m spite of its tragic ending, it is suffused 
with some quahty of brightness or seremty which is an 
effect, I beheve, of its style 

Hawthorne’s prose style is by no means infalhble In 
some of his more descriptive sketches it is heavy, angular 
and full of those elegant vanations which are the mark 
of a provincial writer And Hawthorne was at times a 
provincial writer He saved himself by his clear realiza- 
tion of the primacy of feehng It is sometimes said that 
the secret of a good style is clear thinking It is true that 
a logical mmd mevitably avoids many of the pitfalls of bad 
writing, but other qualities are necessary for the art of 
prose a keen eye, for example, which is quicker even 
than thought, and a sensuous feeling for the mdividuahty 
of words — their sound and size and history And there 
is something more still — somethmg which imphes a percep- 
tion of the wholeness and mt^nty of a situation, so that 
not only words and sentences, but the orchestration of 
these mto a greater and more sustamed unity becomes 
possible Hawthorne had this kmd of sensibihty — ^not 
infallibly, I have said, and perhaps not very frequently 
But he IS secure in his mam achievements a rare trans- 
formation of the moral sense mto the objective reahty of 
art, and the addition to that reahty of the umque products 
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of a mind “ magnificently haunted ” and hauntmgly 
expressive 


33 
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I ONCE expressed tLe opinion, that no poet of recent tunes 
IS likely to exercise such a potent influence as Hopkins — 
meaning by that an influence on the structural development 
of English verse That was before I had read his letters to 
Robert Bridges, Canon Dixon and Coventry Patmore, 
which so fully reveal the purposiveness of his experiments 
in prosody Now that I have read these letters, I feel 
no mclination to modify my statement Hopkins under- 
stood the technique of English poetry as no poet since 
Dryden had understood it , Dryden whom he described so 
well in one of these letters a^ the most masculine of our 
poets , his style and his rhythms lay the strongest stress of 
ail our hterature on the naked thew and smew of the 
English language ” Such a description looks innocent 
enough, but it imphes the great realization that poetry 
must start from the nature of a language — ^must flow with 
a language's inflexions and quantities, must, in a word, 
be natural Such was the secret of Greek poetry, and of 
Anglo-Saxon poetry , and it is the virtue of most of our 
poets that they instinctively reject Italianate rhythms, and 
other foreign impositions, and fall mto this natural rhythm 
which Hopkins called sprung rhythm " Presump tious 
jugglery Bridges called it, misspelling in his mdignation 
Hopkins rephed that he used sprung rhythm 


because it is the nearest to the rhythm of prose, that is 
the native and natural rhythm of speech, the least forced, 
the most rhetorical and emphatic of all possible rhythms, 
combining, as it seems to me, opposite and, one wd 
have thought, incompatible excellences, markedness 
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of rhythm — that is rhythm*s self — and naturalness of 
expression 

But Bridges was never convmced , I doubt if he ever 
really saw the pomt of the discovery — his own later 
experiments m the measure were feeble , he certamly 
never realized the impoirtance of it The possibihly that 
through Hopkins a renaissance of English poetry would 
come about would have seemed fantastic to him , but now 
that possibihty is being realized, and before another 
generation has passed I doubt if any other measure but 
sprung rhythm will be m use 

Hopkins was a man of quite exceptional nobihty of mind, 
a man, too, of tender feeling and fiank impulsive affection 
His real quality was that chastity of mind which he describes 
m one of his best letters (L,etter XGIX to Bridges) 

if a gentleman feels that to be what we call a 
gentleman is a thing essentially higher than without 
bemg a gentleman to be ever so great an artist or thinker 
or if, to put it another way, an artist or thinker feels that 
were he to become m those ways ever so great he would 
still essentially be lower than a gentleman that was no 
artist and no thinker — ^and yet to be a gentleman is but 
on the bmn of morals and rather a thing of manners 
than of morals properly — ^then how much more must art 
and philosophy and manners and breeding and every- 
thmg else m the world be below the least d^ree of true 
virtue This is that chastity of mind which seems to 
he at the very heart and be die parent of all other good, 
the seeing at once what is best, the holdmg to that, and 
the not allowing anything else whatever to be even 
heard pleading to the contrary 

But Hopkins realized that this was no snatchmg- 
matter V The quality of a gentleman is so very fine a 
thing that it seems to me one should not be at all hasty 
m concludmg that one possesses it ’’ His own humihty 
was perfect, but he knew that there was an mjunclion on all 
poets and artists to let their light shine before men ‘‘ I 
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would have you and Canon Dixon and all true poets 
remember that fame^ the being known;, though m itself one 
of the most dangerous things to man, is nevertheless the 
true and appomted air, element, and setting of genius and 
Its works ’’ But for himself it was different , m joinmg the 
Society of Jesus he had dehberately renoimced fame In 
1 88 1 he told Dixon that he had destroyed all he had 
written before he entered the Society, and that at first he 
had meant to write no more Then his superior suggested 
that he should write an ode on the wreck of the Deutschland^ 
which he did with the results we know He doubted the 
wisdom of wnting any more poetry unless, so to speak, 
ordered to do so , but came to a compromise 

However, I shall, m my present mind, contmue to 
compose, as occasion shall fairly allow, which I am afraid 
will be seldom and mdeed for some years past has been 
scarcely ever, and let what I produce wait and take its 
chance , for a very spiritual man once told me that 
with things like composition the best sacrifice was not 
to destroy one’s work but to leave it entirely to be disposed 
of by obedience 

It IS easy to regret that Hopkins’s conscience would not 
allow him to spend time on poetry, but we must remember 
that the poet was the man — ^that his poetic make was 
complementary to his rehgious make, and that to ask for 
a different man is to ask for a different poet If he had not 
been a pnest, Hopkins would undoubtedly have written 
more verse — ^perhaps as much as Bridges or Browning or 
Swinburne But he would not necessarily have been a 
better poet, and as it is, his small harvest is so nch and 
golden, that we would not exchange it for all the palhd 
stacks of verse piled up by his contemporaries Dixon 
was distressed by the open conf l ict of rehgion and poetry, 
but respected the decision taken by Hopkins What 
Bridges thought we do not know, but he had no sympiathy 
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for the religious life of his fciend, even a definite antipathy 
One wonders on what the fnendship subsisted, so little 
were Hopkinses profoundest feelings appreci^ed by Bridges 
But friendship is perhaps never sohdly grounded on 
intellectual interests , Hopkins had known Bridges for ten 
years before he discovered (and then from a review ') that 
his finend wrote poetry We can assume, therefore, that 
the attraction was mstmctive, even physical How other- 
wise could Hopkins have tolerated the conceit, the pedantry, 
the complete lack of perception that was the return for all 
his fra n k n ess, humility and grace Bridges has cautiously 
destroyed his side of the correspondence, but that very 
caution IS sigmficant A man has not such a care for his 
reputation but from what we call a good conceit of himself^ 
which IS a fault even Hopkins chaiged him with 


34 The Poetry and Prose of Painting 

Some of the difficultly experienced m the appreciation of 
the visual arts, especially the art of painting, anse from an 
unnecessary simplification m our habits of thought about 
the subject We think of certam tools and materials, of 
brushy and canvas and od-pamt, and we expect that the 
art produced by thye tools and materials should be, m 
spite of all its variety, one art , if we admit distinctions and 
speciy, they are due to variations in the tools and materials 
— the substitution of tempera or water-colour for oil-pamt, 
of paper for canvas, and so on But there is really no more 
reason why the art produced by brushy and pamt and 
canvas should be one art than there is reason why the art 
produced by pen and ink and words should be one art 
Any adequate hterary criticism has long since realized 
that the distinction between poetry and prose is an absolute 
one — ^that though the same material, words, is used, the 

163 



A Coat of Many Colours 

use made of the words, and the psychology of the user, 
differs totally in each activity 

These interdepartmerttal analogies are very doubtful 
modes of criticism, as LrCssing long ago showed The whole 
field of criticism is obscured by a free and mexact borrowmg 
of temimology by the critics of one art from the critics of 
another, and mental poverty is the only excuse As a rule 
critics should not write about the colour of music, the 
rhythm of pamtmg, the cadence of poetry, and so on 
I am sure I have sinned with the rest, but my transgressions 
have always been followed by repentance On the present 
occasion I sm deliberately, hoping that the end will justify 
the means Finally we may be faced with the necessity 
of mventing a new terminology, and then our path will 
once more be narrow but straight 

A distmction has often been made between the magical 
and the scientific use of words We may put the same 
distmction m a way more useful for my present purposes 
by saying that prose is an art which aspires to exact and 
economic statement, poetry the charged and electric use 
of words for emotional effect If we wish to convey the 
objective nature of things, our best medium is prose, because 
then the words transmit their meani n g and nothing but 
their meaning , they do not draw attention to themselves 
But if we wish to convey, not the objective nature of things, 
but the subjective associations which words have in our 
minds, then we use words which are full of indefimte 
subtleties of meanmg and secondary aspects , and such 
words are always poetic, though they may not be in verse 
Verse is a more concentrated and ordered arrangement 
of such words, and we may even be tempted to use such 
words for their own sake, that is to say, quite independently 
of their logical meaning, because they have an inexplicable 
or magic effect which we cannot explam, but which is 
justified because it gives pleasure 
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In the same way the artist may take up his brushes and 
pamt with one of two qmte distinct intentions He may 
desire to reproduce on his canvas an exa^^i. picture of the 
objective world, such as he conceives it to be given to him 
by the mechanism of his sight That has been the crude 
intention of many artists, even smce the invention of a rival 
means m photography But the camera, of course, is 
limited , It cannot render colour with any exactitude, and 
even its reactions to light and perspective are not quite 
those of the human eye And there is still scope for the 
prose pamter in the selection of his material, the arrange- 
ment of his objects, the mvention of themes, and m the 
creation of what is hterally a personal pomt of view 
A good deal of post-Renaissance pamtmg is prose pamting 
of this kind, and whilst it may be as drab and Dickensian 
as Fnth^s “ Derby Day it can also be as exquisite and 
Patenan as a still-life by Chardm or Manet 

Alternatively, the pamter may start with quite a different 
mtention He will leave to others the exact record of the 
dimensions and actuality of objects m space, their particular 
colouring and lightmg He is more interested in using 
his colours for their own sake, and for the sake of the moods 
they can evoke m association with the things he depicts 
Whilst, therefore, taking his theme from the actual world, 
he will so use that theme, vary it and even distort it, that 
the final picture he is left with may be of no use as a record 
or reproduction of the world, but will have its own inherent 
values of colour, and of colour formally organised Indeed, 
the pamter, like the poet, may become so mterested in the 
materials of his craft that he may begm to use them mde- 
pendendy of all reproductive intention, just for the sake 
of the enchantment they convey as objects of pure sensation 
This IS the stage to which modem pamting has advanced, 
and Its advance has, of course, been made concurrently 
with analogous advances m the other arts But in general 

165 



A Coat of Many Colours 

It IS not a case of one art influencing another , it is the 
human sensibihty itself that grows more inventive, more 
courageous, more comphcated and refined 

The analogy between certam kmds of pamtmg and poetry 
could be pushed mto much greater detail Just as poetry 
is subdivided mto various species, such as the epic, the 
lync, the ode, the sonnet, dramatic and narrative poetry, 
so poetic pamtmg could be similarly subdivided The 
analogies would not now be exact, but who can doubt 
that Poussm, for example, expresses himself m the ode, 
Delacroix m the epic, Giorgione m the lyrical ballad, 
Boucher in the simple, Cezanne m the sonner But 
the essential distmction is the broad one between pamt- 
mg with a prose mtention, and pamtmg with a poetic 
mtention Both methods of pamtmg are legitimate, but 
our criticism will contmue to be confused unless we bear 
this distmction m mmd, and apply standards of value 
appropriate to each kmd 


35 Doctor Faustus 

I AM afraid I cannot lay claim to any expert knowledge of 
'The 'Tragtcal History of Doctor Faustus^ but only to an excep- 
tional love of it This dates from the time I was a student 
at a provmcial umversity, where among the books pre- 
scribed for the course I was takmg was this play of Mar- 
lowe’s Up till then Marlowe had been merely a name to 
me — I had probably read a few quotations in histones and 
anthologies, but I had never read a whole play, much less 
the whole of his works All who have been students m 
those red-bnck ” institutions of leammg know well the 
cruel rack of the cumculum To get through it all withm 
the year, time had to be rationed as severely as later we 
learned to ration our butter and our sugar The prescnbed 
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books had to be kept to, and a week or two was all the 
student could afford for any particular author I will not 
discuss the merits of this system, but I rmost confess that 
I Ignored it Incidentally, I also failed m my exammation, 
and if I had to fix the blame for my failure on any particular 
person, it would be on Kit Marlowe 

Not marching m the fields of Thrasimen, 

Where Mars did mate the warlike Carthagens , 

Nor sportmg m the dalliance of love. 

In courts of kings, where state is over-tum’d , 

Nor m the pomp of proud audacious deeds. 

Intends our Muse to vaunt his heavenly verse 

— to this day I cannot read these opening Imes of Doctor 
Faustus without reviving the vivid emotions with which I 
read them thirty years ago Marlowe is the poet of youth 
There is somethmg in his eager enquiring spirit, something 
in the harmony and magic of his words, something which 
I would call his sense of glory, which goes straight to our 
hearts as we stand on the threshold of life It is more than 
the mere romance of his themes, more than the general 
fervour and colour of the Enghsh Renaissance Spenser 
could give us these, Shakespeare himself But Marlowe 
could give the thirsty mmd of a youth something more — 
somethmg which even Shakespeare could not give In the 
course of this note I want to try and discover what that 
muque quality is m Marlowe But first let me observe 
that It is not a quality which has been discovered m him by 
our particular age , it is an eternal quality, and was never 
better described than by bis contemporary Michael Drayton, 
m those Imes which I hope are not too well-known to quote 

Neat Marlowe, bathed m the Thespian springs. 

Had m him those brave translunary things 
That the first poets had his raptures were 
All air and fire, which made his verses clear 
For that fine madness sUU he did retam 
Which rightly should possess a poet^s bram 
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‘‘ Neat Marlowe — the epithet is appropriate to his verse, 
but not to his life, which was untidy, obscure, and tragically 
short Thirtyr'years ago, when I was a student, we knew 
very little of this life We knew that he had been born 
at Canterbury in the same year as Shakespeare, 1564, and 
that his father was a shoemaker We knew that from the 
Kmg’s School m Canterbury he proceeded to Corpus 
Chnsti College m Cambridge, taking his B A degree in 
1584 and his M A three or four years later We knew that 
his first play, T amburlmne the Greats had been produced in 
1587, and that six years later the dramatist had been stabbed 
to death m a tavern brawl in Deptford We also knew that 
when he died he was under suspiqion of heresy or atheism, 
and that his case was about to be mvestigated by the 
Pnvy Council The rest was largely a field for ingenious 
speculation 

But the very obscurity and teasmg mystery of Marlowe^s 
life was to inspire some very persistent mvestigators, and 
as a result our knowledge of the poet’s life has, durmg the 
past twenty years or so, been enormously increased Xke 
Death of Christopher Marlowe^ published in 1925, is Dr 
Leshe Hotson’s account of the remarkable discoveries he 
made m the Record Office and elsewhere, and is only one 
of several exciting pieces of detection we owe to this literary 
sleuthhound Luckily for all students of Marlowe, the 
results of all these discoveries have now been finally 
gathered together m the standard biography of the poet by 
Professor Boas 

The most surpnsmg discovery made by these scholars 
IS that some time between taking his B A degree m 1 583—4 
and proceeding to his M A degree m 1587, Marlowe wai> 
engaged by the Privy Council on what we should now 
call secret service For this service he had been defamed 
by those that are ignorant m th’ affaires he went about 
and as a result the University authorities made some 
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difficulties about allowing him to take his M A degree 
Whereupon the Pnvy Council intervened, certified that 
Marlowe had been employed m matter touching the 
benefit of his country, and that m all his actions he had 
behaved himself orderly and discreetly Marlowe was 
then given his degree, under a grace ” dated 31 March, 
1587 That was the end of his academic studies, for he 
abandoned the clerical career for which his scholarship was 
provided, proceeded to London, and by the 10 November 
in this same year had not only written but had produced 
on the stage the two parts of Tambwrlatne the Great He 
was still only twenty-three years old 

Two years later Marlowe was arrested and put into 
Newgate Prison for being mvolved m an affray m the course 
of which he had attacked a certam William Bradley 
Marlowe had eventually desisted from the fight, whereupon 
a certam Thomas Watson mtervened, and settmg about 
Bradley with sword and dagger, chased him into a ditch 
and killed him Marlowe was bound over, as we say, and 
eventually discharged, havmg spent only a fortnight m 
prison The Thomas Watson with whom he was associated 
m affray was a fellow poet, dramatist and translator, but 
we know nothing more about his relations with Marlowe 
Four years pass, during which Marlowe writes *The Jew of 
Malta^ The Massacre at Parts, Edward II, and Doctor Faustus 
We are not without news of Marlowe’s activities during 
these years, but we must pass over them to deal with 
the tragic events of 1593 In May of that year the Pnvy 
Council directed a body of commissioners appomted by the 
Lord Mayor to arrest and examine any persons suspected of 
lately settu^ up divers lewd and mutmous libells ” withm 
the city of London, to search their chambers for wntmgs or 
papers, and, m default of confession, to put them to the 
torture m Bridewell ” One of the first people to be 
arrested by this Elizabethan gestapo was the dra m a t ist, 
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Thomas Kyd Under torture Kyd asserted that an 
atheistical tract discovered among his papers belonged to 
Marlowe, and^n being persuaded to amplify his statement, 
made a general accusation against Marlowe, whom he 
descr bed as one so irreligious mtemperate and of a 

cruel heart I shall deal with this charge of atheism 
presently, but first let us follow the events to their fateful 
close On i8 May the Pnvy Council issued a warrant for 
Marlowe’s arrest The plague was ragmg m London and 
the theatres were closed Marlowe was staying with his 
friend Thomas Walsmgham at Scadbury in Kent, and 
there, after reportmg to the Privy Coimcil, he was for some 
reason allowed to stay , he was bound over, but not 
apprehended We can only assume that Walsmgham, who 
was a brother of the late Secretary of State, Sir Francis 
Walsmgham, had sufficient influence to protect his fnend 
And It is possible that the Pnvy Council were so much 
mdebted to their secret agent, Christopher Marlowe, that 
they wished to deal with him lemently 

Ten days later, on the 30 May, 1593, Marlowe repaired 
to a tavern at Deptford Strand m the company of three 
other men — ^Robert Poley, Nicholas Skeres and Ingram 
Fnzer There Christopher Marlowe was stabbed to death 
by Ingram Fnzer According to the accoimt accepted by 
the jury at the mquest which followed, a quarrel had arisen 
after supper about the payment of the reckonmg Marlowe 
was lying on a bed, and Fnzer was sitting between Poley 
and Skeres at a table nearby, his back towards Marlowe 
Marlowe drew Fnzer’s dagger, which he was weanng at his 
back, and gave him two wounds m his head, two mches 
long and a quarter deep Fnzer, pinned between Skeres 
and Poley, struggled to get back his dagger and m self- 
defence dealt Miarlowe a blow above the nght eye from 
which he immediately died 

All kinds of mconsistencies — ^logical, strategical and 

170 



Doctor Faustus 

anatomical — ^have been discovered m the evidence accepted 
by the coroner’s jury, and some critics have gone so far as 
to suggest that it was a frame-up, and that^Afarlowc was 
really the victim of a political murder We know that 
Poley was a government agent, and a double-crosser who 
had spent a year or two as a prisoner m the Tower of London 
There is evidence that Skeres, too, was a spy, and Fnzer 
was also a shady c h a r acter But then, so was Marlowe 
In addition to the charges of manslaughter, atheism and 
blasphemy, there are contemporary accusations of homo- 
sexuahty and false comage In all this we must discount 
the jealousy of nvals and the fanaticism of pubhc informers 
But by no conceivable process of exculpation can we 
convert our poet mto an angel The best we can say of 
him IS that like so many Elizabethans, he anticipated the 
Nietzschean philosophy and hved dangerously ” He 
died mglonously 

To speak of Marlowe having a philosophy is no metaphor 
He not only hved dangerously, but also thought dangerously 
Beneath the phrases m which he was currently accused of 
atheism, we detect the searchings of a restless mtellect, 
and on this aspect of Marlowe’s life we now have far more 
information than was available to a student thirty years ago 
Here let me mention one more book it is The School 
of Night — a study m the hterary rdatLonships of Sir Walter 
Ral^h, by M G Bradbrook ^ It is a short book but it is a 
brilliant one, and I know of nothing which so well conveys 
the mtellectual atmosphere of Marlowe’s time The 
School of Night so called by Shakespeare m Lovers 
Labour'^ s L^st^ which play is largely a skit on the suliyect, is 
the name given to a group of mtellectuals of whom Sir 
Walter Ralegh was the acknowledged leader, and Marlowe 
and Chapman the chief members known to fa m e There 
were other members, and one of them, Thomas Harriot, a 
^ Cambridge Umversity Press, 1936 
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mathematician and “ master of all true and essential 
knowledge ” as Chapman called him, was probably the 
animator of tlTe whole group Unfortunately no work of 
Harriot’s survives to throw hght on his philosophical views, 
and we shall look m vain for any consistent doctrme common 
to all the members of the group The common charge 
against them was “ atheism ”, but that was a label of no 
more sigmficance than bolshevism ” m our ovra days 
Indeed, a comparison with our own situation will perhaps 
bring us nearer to an understandmg of Marlowe’s attitude 
than any direct approach To-day, for example, we get 
a little nearer the reahty if we talk about marxism ” 
rather than ** bolshevism ” We can then relate our views 
to a definite philosophy In the same way, we shall get 
nearer to the Elizabethan reahty if for “ atheism ” we 
substitute “ machiavellism ” As Miss Bradbrook has 
pointed out, Machiavehi was the fashionable thinker among 
Elizabethan mteUectuab, just as Marx has been fashionable 
among our own mtellectuals The parallel is very close 
The distance that separated Marlowe and his contemporaries 
from Machiavelli was exactly the same as that which separ 
ates Marx from the poets and dramatists of our own time 
Both Machiavelli and Marx offer a theory of the state m 
which is mvolved a philosophy of life They appeal, that 
IS to say, to the active as well as to the contemplative side 
of our natures, and that is very important at a time when 
everythmg is in a state of flux, and young poets feel that 
their fate is to be men of action as well as men of 
imagination 

Of Marlowe’s obsession with Machiavelli there can be no 
doubt Oreene, m his Groats-worth of Wit written m 1592, 
addressmg Marlowe asks ** Is it pestilent Machivilian 
poUicic that thou hast studied ^ ” But we need not go 
outside Marlowe’s own works for evidence MachiaveUi 
himself IS mtroduced as Prologue-speaker m the Jew of 
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Malta:, and not only the character of Barabas m this play, 
but also that of the Duke of Guise m 'The Massacre at Parts, 
are deliberately conceived as Machiavellian figures, indeed, 
as reincarnations of the sinister Itahan 

Albeit the world think Machiavel is dead. 

Yet was his soul but flown beyond the Alps , 

And, now the Guise is dead, is come from France, 

To view this land, and frohc with his friends 
To some perhaps my name is odious , 

But such as love me, guard me from their tongues. 
And let them know that I am Machiavel, 

And weigh not men, and therefore not men^s words 
Admired I am of those that hate me most 
Though some speak openly against my books. 

Yet will they read me, and thereby attain 
To Peter’s chair , and when they caist me off. 

Are poison’d by my climbmg followers 
I count rehgion but a childish toy. 

And hold there is no sm but ignorance 

It would be possible to write at much greater length on the 
Machiavellian element m Marlowe’s work, but I must 
pass on to other aspects, merely observing that, however 
much our dramatist may pretend to ndicule or refute the 
MachiavcUian doctrine, he betrays at every step a fascina- 
tion which does not fall far short of full sympathy 

The other aspect of the School of Night which concerns 
Marlowe is represented by Harriot, the intimate friend of 
Ralegh He is famous as a mathematician, but he was 
much more than that He was a very considerable 
astronomer, and a tireless experimenter m all the physical 
sciences He accompamed Rnl^h to Virgmia m 1585 and 
stayed a year there, publishing on his return a scientific 
STxrvey of the natural resources of the newly discovered 
country What Harriot represented, m short, was the 
scientific attitude of mmd, typified by Galileo, which was 
prepared to question all things, mcludmg the dogmas of 
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organized Christianity The School of Night was the 
English embodiment of this Renaissance spirit of enquiry^ 
and It might seCm to us nowadays that the things they ques 
tioned were not really fundamental They questioned the 
historicity of the Book of Genesis , they suggested natural 
cKplanations of miracles, and in an extreme case, such as 
Marlowe’s, they might have questioned the divimty of 
Christ But that was more than sufficient to have them- 
selves branded as blasphemers, heretics and atheists , and 
we should remember that such charges were mortally 
dangerous, and that people were still burnt at the stake for 
professing unorthodox views In 1589, the year m which 
Marlowe wrote the Jew of Malta^ Francis Kett, who had 
been a tutor of the same college at Cambridge, was burnt 
at Norwich on a charge of heresy This should make us 
realize that Marlowe was not playing with abstractions, 
that he was not the equivalent of a parlour-communist of 
our days , if he was playing with anything it was with 
death 

And so we come to Ute Tragical History of the Lfe and 
Death of Doctor Faustus^ to give it its full title, Marlowe’s 
last play, probably written, as Dr Boas has shown, withm 
the twelve months preceding the poet’s death The theme 
which Marlowe chose with such sure instmct was to be 
given Its final form and consistency two centuries later by 
Goethe, but Marlowe deserves the credit, which Gk)ethe 
himself was w il ling to give to him, of having first seen the 
significance of the theme — the significance which was to 
make it the great typical myth of the modern age The 
original source of the myth is a German prose narrative 
published at Frankfort-on-the-Mam m 1587 There is a 
little doubt about the exact date of the first edition of the 
English translation which Marlowe used, but the latest 
research pomts to May, 1592, and unless we presume that 
Marlowe had access to the manuscript of the translation, 
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or could read German, this gives us the earliest date for 
the wntir^ of the play The first performance of which 
we have a record took place on 30 September, 1594, 
sixteen months after Marlowe’s death 

What IS there m the story of Dr Faustus which first made 
an appeal to Marlowe, and then to countless audiences all 
over Europe, until Goethe took up the theme and deepened 
It and developed it mto its final shape ^ Marlowe tells 
us m the Prologue, spoken by a Chorus He describes how 
Faustus went to the Umversity of Wittenberg and there 
profited so much by his studies m divxmty 

That shortly he was grac’d with Doctor’s name, 
Excellmg all, and sweetly can dispute 
In th’ heavenly matters of theology , 

Till swoln with cunning, of a self-conceit. 

His waxen wmgs did mount above his reach. 

And, melting, heavens conspir’d his over-throw , 

For, falling to a devilish exercise. 

And glutted now with learning’s golden gifts. 

He surfeits upon cursed necromancy , 

Nothmg so sweet as magic is to him. 

Which he prefers before his chiefest bliss 

It IS the pecuhar problem of the Renaissance intellectual 
He had discovered a new freedom, the freedom of his mm d 
He had rejected the authority of the Church and was ready 
to explore the whole umverse with his new instrument, the 
telescope 

O, what a world of profit and delight. 

Of power, of honour, and omnipotence. 

Is promised to the studious artizan * 

Ail things that move between the qmct poles 
Shall be at my command emperors and kmgs 
Are but obey’d m their several provmces. 

But his dommion that exceeds in this, 

Stretcheth as far as doth the mmd of man 

But with this new-foimd freedom comes a new feelmg of 
isolation and doubt, and it is this sense of insecurity, 
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represented by Mephistophiles, which drives Faustus to 
his doom When the devils gather to watch the last fateful 
scene, Mephi^ophiles observes of his victim 

Fond worldling, now his heart-blood dries with gnel^ 
His conscience kills it and his labouring brain 
Begets a world of idle fantasies. 

To over-reach the Devil , but all m vam. 

His store of pleasures must be sauc’d with pain 

Faustus dies m the agony of his self-sufficiency, and out of 
that agony, at the last utter gasp, comes the cry ‘‘ Iffi 
bum my books ^ ” But it is too late , the serpent that 
tempted Eve may be saved, but not Faustus ” , and it 
only remains for the chorus to declaim their lovely epitaph 

Gut IS the branch that rmght have grown full straight. 
And burned is Apollo’s laurel-bough. 

That sometimes grew within this learned man 

The significance of this tragedy is almost mexhaustible, 
but I would like to emphasize only two further aspects, one 
personal to Marlowe, one still vahd for us As for the 
personal aspect, I only want to repeat that this conflict 
between “ sweet divmity ” and “ cunnmg ”, to use the 
terms most used m the play, was Marlowe’s own conflict — 
the dilemma which afflicted all the intellectuals of that 
time It is this actuality which caused Marlowe to write 
the play with such feeling and poetic power But 
Marlowe’s problem is stiU our problem We have not yet 
discovered how to use our new-found freedom, and Faust 
IS stiH our representative myth Aflraid of his freedom, 
modem man has fallen back agam and again on some 
form of authoritarianism — on Luthensm, Calvinism, 
Puritanism, Marxism, Fascism Is it impossible for man 
to rea liz e his destmy, to master his environment, to get 
nd of his feeling of isolation and insecurity To these 
questions those who still retam faith m mankmd have a 
positive answer, but I need not insist on it here I only 
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want to point out that this play by an Elizabethan poet 
written 350 years ago is not so remote as at first sight it 
might seem 

Swinburne summed up the significance of Marlowe, m 
words which, exalted as they are, I do not find exagger- 
ative 

The place and value of Christopher Marlowe as a 
leader among English poets [wrote Swmbume] it would 
be almost impossible for hustoncal criticism to over- 
estimate To none of them all, perhaps, have so many 
of the greatest among them been so deeply and so 
directly mdebted Nor was ever any great wirter^s 
influence upon his fellows more utterly and unmixedly 
an influence for the good He first, and he alone, 
guided Shakespeare mto the right way of work , his 
music, m which there is no echo of any man*s before him, 
foimd its own echo in the more prolonged but hardly 
more exalted harmony of Milton’s He is the greatest 
discoverer, the most daring and inspired pioneer, m all 
our poetic hterature Before him there was neither 
genume blank verse nor a genuine tragedy in our 
language After his arrival the way was prepared, the 
paths were made straight, for Shakespeare 


36 Toulo use-Lautrec 

Despite his aflFectation for English things — ^Enghsh animals 
and English sports, English dnnks and English music-hall 
actresses — Henn de Toulouse-Lautrec has never been a 
popular artist m this country During his hfetime an 
exhibition of his works was held m London, and he came 
over expecting appreciation m a country for which he 
himself had so much sympathy , but he found only a 
complete lack of understanding, complete borecjorn, and 
mtolerant policemen He was quite cured of his anglo- 
mama Actually, even to-day, Toulouse-Lautrec is a type 
of artist we find most difficult to admire, and though his 
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paintings have been seen in London more frequently of 
late, we have not yet done justice to an artist who is surely 
as great as sorpe of his contemporaries we have accepted 
and honoured — Monet and Gauguin, for example — and 
who has been one of the most powerful influences m the 
development of modem paintmg He was Picasso’s first 
master, and even Rouault’s 

The English attitude to Lautrec is doubdess determmed 
by the subject-matter of his pamtmgs It would be 
confirmed by the details of his hfe were they known, but 
the extent of most people’s knowledge is probably, and as 
It happens, nghdy, suggested by the pamtmgs He 
painted what he experienced Henn de Toulouse-Lautrec 
belonged to an ancient aristocratic family, comtes de 
Toulouse-Lautrec, vicomtes d’Albi, seigneurs de Samt- 
Gennier et de Monfa Durmg the Middle Ages they 
dominated the whole Midi, and their power was such that 
they could defy die Pope and defend their subjects, the 
famous Albigeois heretics, against his edicts They 
prolonged their feudal habits well mto the nmeteenth 
century The pamter’s father was an extraordinary 
eccentric who preferred to hve naked m a tent m the grounds 
of his casde He fed almost exclusively on truffles cooked 
in milk By night he shot rats with a pistol , he had his 
paper read to hTm by a servant, who also had to taste all 
food and wme before his master took it At the same 
time, this amiable savage was, when it suited him, a perfect 
gendeman who frequented the Jockey Club and the highest 
ranks of Parisian society It is related of him that once, 
for a bet of two hundred louis, he took a flying leap on 
horseback over a passmg cab When a boy Henn broke 
both his legs, and m spite of every kind of remedy, the 
legs ceased to grow But the upper part of his body 
developed normally — his head and shoulders were even 
excessively large , with the result that he had not even 
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the miniature proportions of a dwarf He was grotesque 
Yvette Guilbert’s description of him is horribly vivid 

A dark^ huge head, with a very ruddy complexion, a 
black beard, a greasy, oily skin, a nose big enough for 
two faces, and a mouth — a, mouth that cut across his 
face from cheek to cheek, like a great open wound 
Flat, thick, flabby, purple hps surrounded this dreadful 
and obscene chasm I was aghast, until I looked mto 
Lautrec’s eyes How beautiful they were, how large, 
how wide, nch m colour, astonishingly bnlhant and 
lummous 

It is important to realize the nature of his deformity 
because it explains the kmd of life he led , and the 
kind of life he led explains the kind of pictures he pamted 
He did not become bitter and waspish like Pope , he 
accepted his fate with a certam zest , it might even be 
said that he exploited his mi s fortune An mcident related 
by Yvette Gmlbert is revealmg One day, as I was 
lookmg over some of the drawings he had made of me, I 
became annoyed because he had distorted me to such an 
extent and said * Really, you are the genius of deformity ’ 
In a voice as sharp-edged as a knife he answered ‘ But — 
naturally * ® ’’ This suggests that he used his art to get 
his own back, as we say — to pomt out that the distance 
between the normal and the abnormal was not so great as 
the world complacently supposed 

Whatever the psychological effect of his deformity, it is 
certam that it determined the course of his practical life 
It IS doubtful whether he would have become a painter at 
all if he had been strong and active , and tf he had been a 
pamter with a normal body he would certainly have pamted 
different subjects For it was his deformity, which deprived 
him of normal relationships with women, that drove him 
to the imderworld of Pans Once there, he adopted it as 
his world, the peculiar theme of his art The brothels he 
had visited casually he presently b^an to live m, so that he 
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might study the inmates with realistic detachment Besides 
the brothels there were the cabarets, the cafes, the theatre 
and the circu^, the singers, the dancers, the actors and 
actresses* — these are his exclusive material He never 
painted landscapes and could not understand why anyone 
did It IS true that he painted some remarkable portraits, 
but these were generally of his friends, for the ordinary 
patron would not have tolerated his realism And almost 
by chance he became a pioneer in one department of 
commercial art — the poster Pictonal posters did exist 
before his time, but the coloured poster as we know it 
to-day was practically mvented by Jules Gheret, an 
immediate predecessor of Lautrec’s, and it was Lautrec 
who, profitmg by Gheret’s experiments m colour reproduc- 
tion, first made the poster an mdividual work of art 

Lautrec’s talent was modest He contributed httle or 
nothing to the formal or techmcal development of modern 
pamtmg He seems to have recognized the gemus of Van 
Gogh, and he was a fanatical worshipper of Degas But he 
was contemptuous of Impressionists like Monet, and bhnd 
to the sigmficance of Gezanne The importance of his art 
derives mainly from its subject-matter, and this subject- 
matter from his life of dissipation If he had been a better 
man he would almost certainly have been a less interestmg 
pamter There have been, of course, pamters who used 
the same subject-matter with a sentimental or a porno- 
graphic mtention Lautrec is redeemed by his realism , 
and his realism as we have seen, was probably a result of 
his deformity 

Prostitutes, comediennes, clowns , cafes, bars, theatres, 
race-courses — there is plenty of scope for realism here, 
but is it the whole of reality ^ To be fair to Toulouse- 
Lautrec, we must remember his portraits, which are an 
important part of his work But he himself once said 

Je ne fais pas de portraits Je penis mes amis les chiens, 
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et mes amis les hommes — ^vvhich is as much as to say that 
he did not distinguish between his portraits and the rest of 
his work He painted what he saw around^him, and that 
was, for the greater part of his life, the Pans of 'Mont- 
parnasse Naturally, it must be admitted that Montpar- 
nasse IS not what we mean by reahty But it is not the 
scope or extent of an artist’s vision that matters, but its 
mtensity The world T oulouse-Lautrec saw he saw without 
passion, without distortion, simply and sympathetically It 
was not he that was cynical, but his world Somewhere 
m the unedifymg sequence a hght breaks out, as of truth or 
compassion, and lifts the art out of its dreary background 
And as one of his friends, Tnstan Bernard, said of him 
Lautrec only seems supernatural because he was natural 
in the extreme ’’ To be natural m the extreme is the 
definition of gemus it is to possess that quality of vision 
or scnsibihty which only a few men in any generation 
possess, and who thereby enable other men to look on the 
world with new eyes 

It IS instructive to compare him with Baudelaire, who was 
near to him m spirit Baudelaire was perhaps not so 
spontaneously creative as Lautrec he was much more 
reflective and therefore much more critical m his reactions 
But the art of both men has the same basis m sensuality, 
and the same power which comes from accepting one’s 
obsession without fear The difference between them, due 
to Baudelaire’s reflective nature, hes m their moral attitude 
Baudelaire was not exactly a moralist, but neither was he, 
like Lautrec, a remorseless realist Remorse is always the 
residue of morahsm 

Mor al T-s m is native to most men (the categorical 
imperative, the inner check — ^we have many names for its 
hidden power) and when it is absent, m a tyrant or an 
artist, we are apt to regard the exception as a monster I 
g-m not prepared to argue the case for the tyrant (we now 

i8i 



A Goat of Many Colours 

call him dictator) because I am not prepared to admit that 
morahsm should be excluded from pubhc life But I am 
sure that it h^ nothing to do with art, and that most of 
our mistakes in the appreciation of art — our so-called 
English lack of taste — is due to nothing so much as this 
age-long confusion Pamters like Lautrec, poets like 
Baudelaire, confront m this country not a temporary 
prejudice, but a formidable tradition 


37 Wordsworth^ s Remorse 

In i8i 6 Shelley published a sonnet to Wordsworth Its 
mixture of admiration and regret expresses an attitude 
towards that great poet which I still find reasonable 

Poet of Nature, thou hast wept to know 
That things depart which never may return 
Childhood and youth, friendship and love’s first glow. 
Have fled like sweet dreams, leaving thee to mourn 
These common woes I feel One loss is mine 
Which thou too feel’st, yet I alone deplore 
Thou wert as a lone star, whose light did shme 
On some frail bark m wmter’s midnight roar 
Thou hast like to a rock-built refuge stood 
Above the blmd and battling multitude 
In honoured poverty thy voice did weave 
Songs consecrate to truth and liberty, — 

Deserting these, thou leavest me to gneve. 

Thus having been, that thou shouldst cease to be 

Shelley was then twenty-four , Wordsworth forty-six 
The older poet had hved through the great days of the 
French Revolution, and had had some direct contact with 
the Revolutionary leaders By the time Shelley had 
become mentally aware of the issues involved, the Revolu- 
tion was over and reaction had set m It is possible to 
argue that Shelley at this time was an enthusiastic young 
man who would, like Wordsworth, become sober in his 
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middle a^e But six years later, when Shelley died, there 
was no sign of the process , and the argumrat is superficial 
because it avoids the philosophical issues which are involved 
There were many contemporaries of Wordsworth — HaTlitt 
and Leigh Hunt, for example — ^who did not change their 
attitude towards the prmciples which inspired the French 
Revolution What, then, in Wordsworth’s particular case, 
was the catjse of his reaction ^ 

It IS a pertment question because, with this change of 
pohtical attitude went a change m poetic quality, and a 
change for the worse That is a dogmatic statement, but 
I do not think it would be challenged by any of Words- 
worth’s admirers I personally take the view that these 
two processes of change were connected in Wordsworth’s 
development, and elsewhere I have given my argume n t 
full scope ^ It cannot be argued that the growth of 
discretLon, or of rational judgement, has necessarily an 
adverse effect on poetic inspiration — ^there are many 
examples to the contrary But was the change, m Words- 
worth’s case, m any real sense logical or mtellectual Did 
it not rather arise from deep psychological wounds which 
he suffered m circumstances only indirectly connected with 
the pohtical events which were made the excuse for 
reaction*^ I beheve it did 

We must remember that when Wordsworth decided that 
all he had written before 1797-B should be deemed 
jtwemha^ he was drawing a line at a pomt withm which 
many poets have produced their best work In that year 
he was already twenty-eight, an age which embraces the 
whole of Keats’s work, and most of Shelley’s Moreover, 
before reaching that age he had undergone all the vital 
experiences which were to mould his character and deter- 
mme the course of his life He had burned with revolu- 
tionary zeal , he had gone to France to participate in the 
1 Wordsworth London (Gape), 1930 
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great events which were stirring his imaigination , he had 
fallen passionately m love and become the father of an 
illegitimate cbSd , and then, still within this period, he 
had lost his revolutionary zeal, retreatmg first to Godwiman 
i*ationalism and then to his own philosophy of natural 
piety , and in the process he had renounced his first love, 
and made of this passionate experience a guilty secret 
unrevealed to all but a few of his most intimate friends 
for the rest of his long life It is one of the strangest 
transformations m that age of romantic personalities, and 
the extent to which his poetry can be — or as some would 
have It, should be — mterpreted in the light of this experience 
remains one of the most mterestmg problems m the history 
of hterature 

The extreme theory which I put forward some years ago 
seeks to hmge the whole process on what must have been 
the intensest event — ^Wordsworth’s passion for Annette 
The mteilectual changes in Wordsworth’s mind are regarded 
as a secondary consequence of the emotional changes, and 
as largely determmed by them The fundamental process 
IS physical or emotional , the rest is a superstructure of 
rationalization or sublimation This theory has not found 
much favour with academic critics, least of all with devoted 
Wordsworthians like Professor de Selmcourt But I am 
boimd to say that I find nothmg but confirmation of it m 
the defimtive edition of Wordsworth’s works which Professor 
de Sehncourt was editing so scrupulously and so objectively 
up to the time of his death That confirmation is to be 
found, not only m passages and poems which the later 
Wordsworth suppressed, and which are now for the first 
tune published, but m a general reconsideration of the 
significance of the work done by Wordsworth between his 
return fiom France at the end of 1792 and his mystical 
rebirth m 1797—8 Here there is not space to give all 
the necessary supporting quotations, but the long poem 

184 



Wordswolth’s Remorse 

Guilt and Sottow, the strange tragedy T^he Borderers^ and 
several of the shorter poems mcluded among the Juvendta 
and published for the first time m the definxi.ivC edition, are 
bathed in a morbid atmosphere of guilt and remorse, 
intense with a feeling which no merely pohtical disilltxsjon- 
ment could justify or explain The following hnes from an 
early version of Guilt and Sorrow^ probably written in the 
summer of 1793, provided the keynote 

Unhappy Man * thy sole dehghtful hour 
Fhes fast , it is thy miserable dower 
Only to taste of joy that thou mayst pme 
A loss, which rolhng suns shall ne’er restore 

From that feeling of mevitable loss he passes to r^ret for 
his hasty passion, then to feelings of guilt and remorse, then 
to attempts at rationalistic justification, and finally to more 
moral and more sublime feelings of renunciation, resigna- 
tion and repair If this process were not clear enough in 
the text of the poems, it is revealed with complete directness 
and a power of self-analysis of the highest order m a 
prefatory essay which Wordsworth wrote for TTie Borderers 
This manuscript, which was only recently discovered, was 
published by Professor de Selmcourt in a volume of 
miscellaneous essays six years ago, but did not then receive 
the attention it deserved Now t h at it is mcluded m the 
canon of Wordsworth’s works, it should be studied for 
what it really is , a key to the very complex transformation 
which Wordsworth’s mmd imderwent m these formative 
years The general moral, says Wordsworth, is to show 
the dangerous use which may be made of reason when a 
man has committed a great crime ” , but it must be 
stressed that the final effect of this document, and of the 
poems we have been considering, is not to mvolve Words- 
worth m a charge of hypocrisy or equivocation We may 
regret that he deceived the world and we may beheve that 
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this deceit had a blighting effect on his subsequent develop- 
ment 5 but we know that at least he was xmcommonly 
honest with hi&iself, and that his mind was of a depth and 
subtlety rarely exceeded among men of gemus 

w£at IS this mental activity we call remorse ^ The word 
comes horn the Latm verb meaning to hite^ and its hteral 
sense is shown by the medieval English mystic who wrote 
the Agenhzte of Inimt — the repeated gnawmg of the con- 
science It anses from the consciousness of some wrong 
done m the past^ perhaps concealed, certainly never 
expiated It is a terrible scourge, and the part it has 
played m the psychology of great writers has always been 
disastrous There are many hves from which this truth 
could be illustrated — Tolstoy’s is one, but none is so clear 
as Wordsworth’s ^ 

Wordsworth became so obsessed by this feeling that much 
of his earlier work, as I have already mdicated, deals 
directly with themes of remorse, as though he were trying 
to get nd of the burden by objectifymg it m a work of art 
In a cancelled scene firom Tlx€ Borderers, one of the 
characters cnes 


ah, teach me first. 

If not to bring back all I’ve loved, at least 
To rescue my poor thoughts, which now and ever 
Bleed helplessly on Memory’s piercmg thorn 

In the Preface which he wrote to this play, but which he 
did not publish (it appeared for the first time m the first 
volume of Professor de Selmcourt’s edition of Wordsworth’s 
W^orks^, he makes a very acute analysis of his own case 

^ “ Remorse is not among the eternal verities The Greeks 
were nght to dethrone her Her action is too capricious, as 
though the Ermyes selected for punishment only certain men 
and certain sms And of all means to regeneration Remorse 
IS surely the most wasteful It cuts away healthy tissue with 
the poisoned It is a knife that probes far deeper than the 
evil — E M Forster Howards End (1910), p 316 
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Let us suppose [he says] a young man of great intel- 
lectual powers yet without an> solid principles of genuine 
benevolence His master passions are -unde and the 
love of distinction He has deeply imbibed a spirit of 
enterprise in a tumultuous age He goes mto the world 
and IS betrayed mto a great crime — ^That influence on 
which all his happmess is built immediately deserts him 
His talents are robbed of their weighty his exertions are 
unavailmg, and he quits the world m disgust^ with strong 
misanthropic feelings 

In such a case^ said Wordsworth^ there would be a 
tendency for the remorseful rrund to seek rehef from two 
sources^ action and meditation If he follows the Ime of 
action, he will attempt to build up his own power and to 
give vent to his frustrated feelmgs m aggressive violence 
“ Power is much more easily roanifested m destroymg than 
m creating ** But if — and here Wordsworth is contem- 
platmg his own case — ^he follows the hne of meditation, 
then he will indulge in what it is fashionable nowadays to 
call ‘‘ rationalization — that is to say, m Wordsworth’s 
words, havmg mduiged a habit, dangerous in a man who 
ha*; fallen, of daiiymg with moral calculations, he becomes 
an empiric, and a darmg and unfeeling empiric He 
disguises from himself his own malignity by assuming the 
character of a speculator m morals, and one who has the 
hardihood to realize his speculation ” The mam object of 
Wordsworth’s play was to show the dangerous use which 
may be made of reason when a man has com mi tted a great 
crime ” 

It IS one of the characteristics of remorse that it acts hke 
a slow drug It calls mto existence an antidote to the 
pam which accompames it, and when the pam disappears, 
and the original crime is forgotten, or contemplated with 
equanimity, it is because the drug has completed its 
anaesthetic work Anaesthetic is the right word — ^it is the 
feelings that are killed But the feelings have a unity , 
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they can only be dulled by working upon the whole mind 
or sensibihty The mind that feels remorse is the same 
mind that feels^Jie beauties of nature or of human affections 
The shell of insensibility which it cultivates is over-all 
the victim cannot consciously preserve a sensitive area for 
the benefit of his poetry, or for any other purpose 

It is for this reason that great artists often seem to despise 
or evade the code of conventional morahty Shelley is a 
case m pomt His desertion of Harriet Westbrook, his 
first wife, was a crime against the conventional code of 
morahty as serious as Wordsworth’s, and it had far more 
tragic consequences But Shelley was not a victim of 
remorse In a famous retort to Southey, who had charged 
him with immorality, he said 

You select a smgle passage out of a life otherwise not 
only spotless, but spent m an impassioned pursuit of 
virtue, which looks like a blot, merely because I regulated 
my domestic arrangements without deferrmg to the 
notions of the vulgar, although I might have done so 
qmte as convemently had I descended to their base 
thoughts — this you call gutU I am mnocent of 

ill, either done or mtended , the consequences you 
allude to flowed m no respect from me 

There are other statements in his letters to the same effect 
They do not prove that Shelley had a callous heart there 
is, m any case, other evidence m overwhekmng quantity 
which shows how sensitive and affectionate he was They 
prove, if anything, Shelley’s possession of a moral courage of 
exceptional strength There are weak people who have 
no moral code and there are timid people who conform to 
a conventional moral code , there are also a few people 
strong enough to formulate their own moral code, and 
Shelley was one of these 

But to return to Wordsworth If we relate his poetic 
production to the psychological development suggested by 
the theory I have advanced, we shall find that it divides 
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into four very distinct periods There is first of all the 
JuLemhay the poems like An Evemng Walk and Descrtpiwe 
Sketches which were written before his decisive experiences 
m France Then come the poems of Remorse, which I 
have already mentioned and which fill the next five years 
Then m 1797 begins his mtimate collaboration with 
Coleridge This is the supreme phase of his creative 
activity, and it lasted about ten years From about 1800 
he composed, not merely with difficulty, but as his sister 
Dorothy relates m her Jotimalsy with a real sense of pain 
and physical exhaustion He was fighting against frustra- 
tion and inhibition Remoi^se was completmg its deadly 
work He was to hve for another fifty years, his powers 
at first swiftly, and then slowly but completely giving out 
The dying embers emit an occasional spark, but nothing 
that m any d^^ree adds to the total impression of his 
gemus 

It may be asked at this pomt why, if remorse was the 
active agent of Wordsworth’s decline, his greatest period, 
comes, not immediately as a consequence of his decisive 
experiences, but only some five years later , and why the 
deademng effects of remorse did not begm to develop until 
some ten years later The answer would have to take 
mto account certain rhythms of psychological development 
(mtermittences of the heart, as Marcel Proust called them) 
of which Wordsworth himself was well aware, and indeed 
made the basis of his femous theory of poetic composition 
We might say, briefly, that from the age of twenty-two to 
twenty-seven Wordsworth was too near to the events, too 
mwardly agitated, to compose great poetry , that between 
the ages of twenty-seven and thirty-two, when he wrote his 
greatest poetry, he was recollecting his emotions in a state 
of relative tranqu i llity, under the immediate personal 
influence of his sister Dorothy and of Golendge , and that 
up to the date of his marriage to Mary Hutchinson, which 
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took place m October^ 1802, he had not taken the irrevoc- 
able step of finally deserting his French mistress and their 
child By then the phase of contending motives was over 
the heart was passive and remorse conld henceforth do its 
deadly work without the mitigation of hope or irresolution 


38 Realism and Superrealism 

These two extremes of art do not exhaust all the possible 
forms of plastic expression There is classical art^ for 
example, which is idealistic , there is naturalistic art and 
academic art , impressionist art and abstract art There 
are all these types of art, and it is possible to find good art 
and bad art among them all Nevertheless, I think the 
distinction between realism and superrealism represents 
something fundamental All art is a kind of language — 
a language of form and colour, instead of words and sen- 
tences To that extent all art is subjective it expresses 
what a particular individual — ^the pamter or sculptor — feels 
and thinks about a particular subject But there is a broad 
distinction between feelmg and thinking about an object 
which we are actually observing with our senses, and feehng 
and thinking about a subject which only exists m our minds 
And that is the fundamental distinction between these two 
types of art One type begins with what is immediate and 
actual m the world — a flower, an ammal or a human bemg , 
the other type b^ins with what is conjured up or imagmed 
m the mind — the image, the phantom, or the dream 
Durmg the mneteenth century — ^at any rate m this 
country — ^there grew up a curious prejudice m favour of 
a naive form of realistic art It was an art, or rather a 
techmque, which we call naturalistic, and we may describe 
any prejudice m its favour as cunous because if you examine 
the history of art firom the earhest times, you will find 
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that this kind of art is extremely rare It is only at long 
mtervals, and usually m somewhat luxunous and decadent 
periods, that artists have tried to give m Iheir paintings 
and sculpture an exact representation of what the eye sees 
Now that we have photography — even coloured photo- 
graphy — there is no longer the excuse of recording the 
appearances of thmgs which was one of the functions of 
the artist m the past But m the past that function was 
always considered a mmor one, and the most exact artists, 
like the Dutch pamters of flower-pieces, have never been 
great artists Great artists have always had what we 
nghtly regard as a higher aim They have always desired, 
not merely to make a record, but to express an idea, even 
a pomt of view or judgement, and to do this with the 
proper materials of their art Thus the great masters of 
European art — Giotto, Michelangelo, Rembrandt, Rubens, 
El Greco — such artists do not give you exact pictures of 
the natural world — they create a world of their own which 
IS an imagmary world, bearing htde or no relation to the 
appearance of nature 

Modem art is essentially an insistence on that fireedom of 
artistic creation In that sense it is merely a return to 
well-established traditions 

That IS all very well, it might be said, but there are limits 
Liberty is not hcence the old masters, however free m 
their compositions, did at any rate base their art on realistic 
elements However imaginative their scenes and subjects, 
a man is always recognizably a man, a tree a tree and so 
on In your modem pictures we never know whether we 
are looking at a man or a tree 

The truth is that art has no limits Art is anything 
that can be imagmed, and expressed But hving as we do 
m particular circumstances and with particular desires 
and experiences, the art of our time is not so mdeterminate 
It is someth i ng determined by our social and economic 
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conditions, and by the ideas and habits we inherit from 
the past 

Those conditions are continually changing r Just as 
our social and economic conditions change, so do our 
habits and ideas We change our houses and our clothes, 
our food and our morals We change our art But just 
as there are people who cling on to old fashions m houses 
and clothes, food and customs, so there are people who 
want to retam old fashions m pamtmg and sculpture 
And if we belong to a yoimger generation we say of such 
people that they are old-fashioned or prejudiced 

I would like to suggest that the prevalent misunderstand- 
ing of modem art is due, not so much to a lack of sensi- 
bihty, not even to blank ignorance of the aims of the 
modem artist, but simply to this sort of prejudice We 
go about with a certam preconception of what art ought 
to be like , it is a narrow conception derived from our 
environment, from the education we have had, and from 
the economic limitations imposed on our mode of hfe 
I do not say this m any kmd of snobbish spirit Indeed, 
the most limited people may be those who have enjoyed 
all the privilege of wealth and rank — ^who are, so to speak, 
heirs to a particular traehtion They inherit their culture 
along with the rest of their heirlooms, and it is they who 
most strenuously resist change and dispossession 

Surely these people, who inherit their culture and pre- 
serve It unchanged, are not the true traditionalists Tra- 
dition IS not a heritage , it is rather an active principle, 
a prmciple we apply to solve particular problems , and 
smce the problems change with every age, so must the 
solutions From this point of view, modem art is not 
fundamentally revolutionary or subversive It only seems 
to be revolutionary because it insists on developing the 
central tradition of art And it is not only in art that the 
return to tradition, or the m ai nt enance of a tradition, takes 
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on the outward appearances of a revolution we might find 
plenty of examples m the history of religion and science 

That phrase I have used,, “ the return tradition 
indicates another danger There are many people who 
revolt against the conventions they have inherited They 
dislike the houses they have been brought up m, the 
pictures and furniture of their parents, and that general air 
of established righteousness which one generation tries to 
put across its successor There are various ways of escape 
for the younger generation they can become nihilists — 
people who do not beheve m anythmg m particular, whose 
only desire is to uproot and destroy , or they can build 
anew But more likely they will just look round for some- 
thmg they like better Not acting on any principle of 
creation or destruction, they will accumulate a new set 
of possessions jfrom the things of the past They may even 
adopt a particular period, like Tudor or Georgian , or 
they make merely a miscellaneous collection of bnc-a-brac 
from all periods — and by bric-a-brac I do not mean only 
fiirmture, prmts and china, but also ideas and attitudes, 
even a rchgion For there are people who choose their 
mental fiirmture m the same way that they choose their 
household fiirmture 

Such people are apt to consider themselves broad- 
minded, but actually their attitude is a product, not of 
reason, but of timidity It is a ‘‘ safety first ” pohey in 
matters of taste and criticism It is characteristic of phases 
of civilization that have lost their behef m any central 
doctrme or umversal faith, particularly of periods when 
this mtellectual scepticism is combmed with social irre- 
sponsibility, when art, along with other worldly goods, 
becomes a symbol of wealth and power Such people, for 
whom we have the name dtletUznti, possess neither the 
courage nor the convictions which would enable them to 
discover and support those works of art which are being 
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produced by their contemporaries Apart from the fact 
that such works could not be treated as gilt-edged securities, 
they would d&iand an mdividual exercise of perception 
The only real taste is a contemporary taste I do not say 
that a real taste will confine itself to contemporary works of 
art — It will m a certain sense be timeless 

I have said that one kind of artist turns away from the 
outer world of perceptions to the inner world of imagination 
and dream That is obvious if we look at the art of any 
great period But if we examine the imaginative creations 
of great painters like Giorgione or Rembrandt or El Greco, 
we observe that though they may transcend reahty to the 
pomt of mystery, they do nevertheless preserve a certam 
rationahty Their themes may be far fetched their 
ideas poetic and even strange, but they use recognizable 
conventions to express their themes or ideas That is to 
say, they use forms and compositions which are part of the 
mtellectual equipihent of an educated man of the time 
If they want to express the spiritual or poetic world, there 
IS a whole stock-m-trade of gods and goddesses, nymphs and 
satyrs, legends and myths ready made But the kmd of 
imaginative art which we call superrealist, has very httle 
m common with such pictorial charades It has no ready- 
made stock-m-trade It has no tradition and no rules 
There are precedents for it, but these are mostly found m 
the art of people who have no rational culture, and who do 
not judge things by mtellectual standards — so-called savage 
peoples This fact suggests one possible explanation of 
superrealism — that smce our age is one of mcreasmg 
savagery, it as only natural that our artists should revert 
to a savage type of art But that is not quite the Ime of 
my argument I would rather say that there is a savage 
m every human bemg, and always has been , and that our 
savage instmcts find their sublimation m art But that too 
is not an altogether satisfactory argument — ^it suggests 
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that art is a sort of medicine to make us mentally healthy 
That may be one of its functions, but art is something more 
and somfcthmg greater It is the exploration of the heights 
and depths of the human mmd Just as the physical world 
IS explored by the scientist: whose discoveries are then 
recorded in the laws of nature, so the psychical world is 
explored by the poet and the pamter, and their discoveries 
are recorded m works of art This psychical world, this 
world of our dreams and desires, is just as important, just 
as much a part of reahty, as the world of matter and energy 
And m order to make his discoveries m this psychical 
universe, the artist must conduct experiments The poems 
and pictures he offers to us are not to be regarded as 
complete m themselves , they are facts won from the 
unknown — ^records of experiences which throw some light 
on the greatest of all mysteries, the huma n mind 

Therefore accept the fragments of that great mystery in 
the spirit m which they are offered — humbly, tolerantly, 
without prejudice They have something to say to you 
if only you will look at them with innocent eyes Picasso 
IS invitmg you to a carmval where Pierrot, Harlequin and 
Columbme hide their tragedy under gay geometric cos- 
tumes , Miro entices you mto a playground where the 
sun is shedding globules of pure colour , Max Ernst leads 
you mto a nocturnal forest bright with lynx-eyes and the 
phosphorescent gleam of moths^ wings , Paul Nash takes 
you on to the open downs and reanimates the standing 
stones m the Druids^ Shrme these pamters restore to 

art the magic and the wonder which it had lost m that 
dreary waste of commerce, cash-values and common sense 
which IS our immediate fate and shameful past 
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39 A Further Mote on Superrealism 

I>>T tl^ Introduction to his Short Survey of Surrealism David 
Gascoyne warns us that his treatment of the subject “ should 
not be taken to imply that surrealism is anything but a 
‘ latent state of nnnd, a human attitude m the widest sense 
of the word human ’ Surrealism is not a style, it is not a 
school of hterature or pamtmg, it is not a system of aesthetics 
One might venture, perhaps, to caU it a philosophy of life , 
It IS certainly a Weltanschauung I say that there exists 
a lyrical element that conditions for one part the psycho- 
logical and moral structure of human society, that has 
conditioned it for all time and that will continue to con- 
dition it Thio lyrical element is up to this day, even 
though m spite of them, the fact and the sole fact of special- 
ists ” Such IS Breton’s declaration, and the lyrical element 
he refers to is, of course, the unconscious element which so 
far has only been treated seriously and systematically by 
the psychoanalysts It has always been recognized (at 
least, by all but the most doctrinaire and academic of 
critics) that the creative or mventive force in art comes 
from some obscure depth m the personality, and the more 
perceptive poets like Goethe and Blake have even suggested 
that this source is m some way related to the instinctive 
or sexual faculties, and that it has some connection with our 
dream life What has been thus a vague intuition on the 
part of a few isolated mdividuals, the superrealists would 
make a systematic basis for artistic experiment Just as 
the old naturalistic school of pamtmg (or of poetry) was 
based on the careful observation of natural facts, so the 
new school is based on the careful observation of facts 
equally natural ” but hitherto neglected — ^the facts below 
the surface of normal perception, the facts presented m 
dream, hypnosis and clairvoyance 
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As defined in the first manifesto of the Surrealistes (1924) 
superrealism is pure psychic automatism, by which it is 
mtended to express, verbally, m wntmg^ or by other 
means, the real process of thought Thought’s dictation, 
m the absence of all control exercised by the reason and 
outside all aesthetic or moral pre-occupations ’’ It is not 
merely that superrealism wishes to introduce an element 
of the dream world mto art , it defimtely and defiantly 
proclaims the superiority of this dream-world , its images 
and processes alone are a clue to the true nature of reality 
and a guide to the solution of the principal problems of 
hfe ” It follows that superrealism must be dissociated 
firom all those forms of art which under the guise of fontasy 
or imagination are merely attempts to avoid reahty, to 
take refuge m an illusion The most vital feature of 
surrealism ”, says Mr Gascoyne, is its exclusive interest 
m that point at which literature and art give place to real 
life, that pomt at which the imagmation seeks to express 
Itself in a more concrete form than words or plastic images ” 
For that reason superrealism must be more than a hterary 
or artistic movement , it must aim at nothmg less than a 
transformation of life itself Breton ended an address to 
a Congress of Writers with these words ‘‘ * ITransformer 
le mondCy a dit Marx , ‘ changer la vie^ a dU Rimbaud ^ ces 

deux mots d*ordre pour nous rCen font qu^un ” 

Let me try m a sentence or two to define my own atti- 
tude to this general philosophy of art The time is past 
when anyone can seriously dispute the relevance of the 
facts revealed by psychoanalysts , what we might call the 
unconscious basis of all forms of art is now an established 
truth I beheve that the greatest power of art, especially 
the greatest power of the greatest art — ^poetry — is derived 
from the automatic workings of the poet’s mind, and that 
the poet’s essential faculties (his sensibility to language and 
his agility m metaphor-making) are only operative when 
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the rational faculties are suspended and expression becomes 
instinctive (intuitive or unconscious) Whatever poetry I 
myself have wrfften was experienced m that way -I doubt 
if any values which are specifically poetic or lyrical are 
ever of any other origin I a m not sure^ however, that 
one can poeticize the whole of life Whatever value we 
ascribe to progress ** (and admittedly that value may be 
questioned) has been achieved by an mcreasmg develop- 
ment of consciousness or objectivity — other words, of 
reason and all those controls which are opposed to 
psychic automatism In that development new types of 
art have arisen which owe httle or not h in g to the uncon- 
scious mmd — which are m effect rational arts depending 
more and more on the mtellect alone, or at least the mtellect 
combmed with a purely sensational and hedonistic aware- 
ness These are the so-called classical types of art, though 
not everythmg m a classical age necessarily conforms to 
the type 

It IS possible to argue (as the superrealist does) that all 
such art is false art, dead from its conception I do not 
see, however, why both types of art should not be vahd 
I do not see why both types should not be practised by 
one and the same artist, though I beheve that m general 
the plastic arts will tend towards rationahty and the poetic 
arts towards superreality , I have no faith m the archi- 
tecture of the postman Gheval, one of the more mythical 
figures m the surrealiste movement Prose, at any rate, 
and especially m the hands of Monsieur Breton, remains 
a supremely rational art 

A philosophy of life that sets out to transform life m- 
evitably mvolves a revolutionary aim m the pohtical 
sphere The surrealistes are revolutionaries, opposed to 
all the bourgeois ideals of capitalist culture Ideally they 
should be communists — ^they accept the doctrme of dia- 
lectical materialism — ^but they experience some difficulty 
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m practice They resent the imphcation that art should 
be polemical L^imagmation artistique doit raster hbre 
Tile est fenuc qmtte par definition de toute fidehtc aux 
circonstances, tres specialement anx circonstances grtsanUs 
de rhistoire L’oeuvre d’art, sous peme de cesser d'etre 
elle-meme, doit demeuree dehee de toute espece de but 
pratique ” That is merely the most relevant of their 
objections to the communist regime in Russia , they 
criticize it also on purely pohtical grounds — ^for its departure 
from Its early idealism, its fraternization with capitalist 
governments, its gradual admission of and even encourage- 
ment of bourgeois morals In all this the Surrealistes 
show courage and consistency, and far finm being ‘‘ played 
out remain the only consciously critical mtellectuals 
zvtthm the revolutionary movement 


40 George Saintshury 

There can scarcely be a critic or student of bterature 
to-day, m this country or m America, who has not benefited 
hberally from such books as the History of Cntioism, the 
History of English Prosody and the History of English Prose 
Rhythm But these works are not m any real sense criti- 
cism , nominally they are historical, and even as history 
they should be further qualified as surveys rather than as 
mvestigations The latter type of history unphes a very 
limited field, and very deep burrowing , Samtsbuxy 
skimmed over the surface of received facts, marshalled 
them and ordered them, in some sense masticated them for 
less voracious readers His books will probably be used as 
manuals by several generations of undergraduates , for 
official education such as it is, they are perfect instruments 
They guide the student down tidy paths, they cram his 
unwilling maw with the fimit of knowledge, they lead him 
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inevitably into the wilderness of satiety They com- 
municate a sense of the author’s enormous gusto 

If gusto were a virtue m a cntic (instead of being, on the 
whole^, a disadvantage it usually imphes a lack of dis- 
cnmination), Samtsbury’s numerous prefaces and essays 
would be good criticism There is no doubt that Samts- 
bury enjoyed the books he wrote about, and enjoyed wmting 
about them But enjoyment is only of value to the cntic 
if he can be sure t ha t he has good grounds for enjoyment, 
if his eiyoyment mvanably leads him to the best , zf, m 
short, enjoyment is related to a hierarchy of values which 
can be defined In writing of Pater, Samtsbury comes 
very near to expressmg his own ideal 

The more your interests are, the better , the higher, 
the nobler, the purer the subjects of them are, of course, 
the better but the mam thing is to get themselves mtensi- 
fied, purified, ennobled , to clear the nund m regard 
to them of convention and of cant , to clear it of con- 
fusion and commonplace, to make the flame gem-hke ”, 
the essence qumtessenti^, the gold free firom alloy 

This reads a httle like the psychopathic panacea of a few 
years ago every day and m every way I get better and 
better ” it is a hombtnans tn vacuo^ a fussy ball of mtensity 
bouncing off mto vacancy, no one knows where or whence, 
nor cares 

In a very mterestu^ memoir of Samtsbury written by 
Professor Blyth Webster, one or two personal characteristics 
of Samtsbury’s are mentioned which offer some clue to 
his deficiencies as a cntic He is coupled with his firiend 
Creighton, and we are told 

In mimdane matters their turn of mmd was apt to be 
sceptical It was fi:ee from trace of bigotry, ci^trusted 
generalizations and specifics, did not divide parties or 
persons mto black or white, and felt the irony of things 
Bach had the histone and comparative sense, and would 
not dogmatize m mere terms of the present Not 
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xinacquamted with the higher criticism m their fields of 
study, they were unimpressed with its methods and 
results^ and, mdifFerent to metaphysical and psycho- 
logical subtlety, they were chargeable with cleavincr to 
the outer husk of fact 

And of Samtsbury alone “ If he does not keep alto- 
gether out of controversy, he engages in no logomachies , 
he declines to define, and will not prescribe nor condemn ” 
These observations are offered in praise of Saintsbury, and 
his biographer is at least complacent when he says that it 
was later a principle of his, ^ most smcere and most strong % 
and his practice, not to criticize living authors Actually 
this attitude, common m academic circles, reveals a certain 
fear of life, a certam treatment of hterature as a refuge 
from life, which is actually the explanation of Samtsbury’s 
limitations He was, m fact, a typical exponent of the 
Victorian evasiveness There is one characteristic common 
to all the authors he preferred and recommended — ^they 
are all men without general ideas He instinctively 
avoided those writers who probe deeply into the problems 
of human life That his attitude may have sprung firom 
a conviction that those problems are beyond the capacities 
of the individual, and are best left to the authority of 
institutions, is true enough , but that does not exempt him 
firom the charge of timidity Critics like Dryden and 
Coleridge before him, and like Mr Ehot in our own time, 
have held a similar conviction But holding that con- 
viction, they have not been afraid — ^have, mdeed, regarded 
It as an essential duty — to relate their criticism to their 
beliefr One has only to compare, for example, Samts- 
bury’s essay on Pater with EhoPs essay on Pater and 
Arnold to see the difference between the literary gossip 
of a refugee from life and the criticism of a man for 
whom hterature is an mt^ral part of hfe, dealmg with 
problems ^Vhich cannot with any good conscience be 
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isolated from life Perhaps m this particular case it is too 
much to expect Samtsbury to criticize Pater on the same 
grounds as EhSt , for at bottom Samtsbury’s and Pater’s 
attitude is the same attitude — ^the divorce of hterature and 
art jErom everything that makes it significant 

There is, of course, a sense m which literature does and 
must preserve its mdependence , the poet’s first concern is 
the technical quahty of his verse, and a poet who sub- 
ordinates this concern to questions of rehgion, morality or 
ideology of any kind is thereby the less a poet The 
values ” which a poet imports mto his work are his 
fatality , they are mevitable but accidental to his sensibihty 
They cannot be forced or cultivated m any way It is 
precisely the function of criticism to be aware of the 
imponderable and the unpredictable m a poet’s work , and 
to have sufficient grasp of general values to find a place m 
their hierarchy for the object of his criticism Logomachies 

and defimtions, generalizations and speqtfics — these are 
ugly words for necessary activities, and m rejectmg them 
Samtsbury was avoidmg the essential function of the cntic 


41 Max Liebermann 

]Max Liebermann wa^ one of the grand old men of 
European art Bom only eight years after Cezanne, seven 
years after Monet, and ten years before Seurat, he was, 
when he died at the age of eighty-seven, still pamtmg 
pictures m a vigorous impressionist style Post-impression- 
ism and its aftermath had left him undisturbed , he was 
an authentic survivor firom the epoch of Manet and Degas, 
and as such he deserved our respect, and a fair measure of 
admiration In his own coimtry he has earned the highest 
honours m 1920 he received the order “ Pour le Mente ” 
— the highest of all German decorations , m 1 924 he became 
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President of the Academy , m 1927 the freedom of the Gitv 
of Berlin was conferred on him , in 1 928 he was appointed 
Chancellor of ‘‘ Pour le Mente In 1933 -he renounced 
all his honours For this pamter, the most honoured of all 
contemporary Grerman pamters,apamter essentially Getman 
m his outlook, had the misfortune to be bom a Jew 
He began his career m 1866 as a pupil of Karl Steffeck, 
a popular painter of horses, and then came under the 
influence of Munkacsy, a genre painter who had a great 
vogue m the nineteenth century The Last Hour of the 
Condemned ”, etc ) In 1873 Liebermann went to Pans, 
and during his five years there became acquamted not 
only with the work of the Barbizon school, but also with 
Courbet and Millet But the strongest influence on him 
at this time was not French, but Dutch He visited 
Holland from Pans, and from then onwards returned to 
It year after year There he found an art very much to 
his hkmg — the mtimate realistic art of pamters like Josef 
Israels and Antonis Mauve After a few years m Munich, 
a place he did not find very sympathetic, Liebermann went 
to Berlm, where he established himself m 1884 and where 
he remamed for the rest of his life Here he could not 
escape that eupeptic Prussian, Adolf Menzel MenzePs 
work has to be seen to be beheved He had the infinite- 
capacity-for-takmg-pains theory of gemus Geme 1st 
Fleiss ”) and for the best part of the nmeteenth century 
(he lived to be ninety) he took pams to portray all the 
formless energy, the tasteless life, and the topicahty of that 
monstrous age He had the capacity for the task , he was 
the professional pamter m excelszs He infected Liebermann 
with his worldlmess, his lustmess, his technical virtuosity 
Liebermarm never descended to such detail as Menzel, 
and though Menzel could be impressionistic, he was never 
an Impressiomst m the historical sense of the word But 
that is a label we can fairly apply to Liebermann 
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As compared with, a French Impressionist like Degas (his 
nearest parallel in France) Liebermann seems very heavy- 
handed and insensitive His Polo Players ’% forrexample, 
should be compared with one of Degas’s racecourse pic- 
tures Liebermann perhaps renders energy and action 
more directly , Degas’s canvases are comparatively static 
But m every other quahty, m mgenmty of composition, in 
atmosphere, above all in colourmg, the French pamter is 
infimtely more subtle and successful Liebermann’s land- 
scapes owe more to Manet Though one does not think 
of Manet as one of the great colourists, he has at least his 
hvelmess Liebermann would seem to be completely 
devoid of this sensibility His pamtmgs are not positively 
disharmomous , they are just dull He did, m the course 
of his development, greatly hghten their tone, but only 
to expose more and more his essential rehance on Ime 

Liebermann was too old and too generally respected to 
sufFer the fate of nearly all Jewish artists m Germany But 
in view of the Nazi theory of racial qualities m art, and 
of the detrimental effect of Jewish elements m a national 
culture. It IS worth whde to consider what characteristics m 
Liebermann’s art might be due to his Jewish ongm I 
confess I find none at all The Jewish gemus is not natur- 
ally expressed m the plastic arts , there is no Hebrew 
architecture or painting or sculpture to correspond to 
Hebrew hterature Nevertheless, m the case of one or two 
modem artists (Marc Chagall, for example) one rmght 
isolate a certam quality which is Jewish — a certam rhetoric, 
a certam psychological fantasy But these qualities are 
not present m Liebermann ‘‘ The more naturalistic a 
pamter is, the more imagmative he must be , for the 
1 ma gmation of a pamter is shown not m the representation 
of ideas but m the representation of reality ” That is a 
saying of Liebermann’s, and it certainly expresses a senti- 
ment mconsistent with the general character of German 
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axt, in which there hai> always been a mystical, trans- 
cendental tendency But the contrary tendency expressed 
by LiebeAnann is not typically Jewish , it is merely anti- 
transcendental, anti-romantic It exactly describes the art 
of such un-Jewish artists as Constable and Cezanne 

I have often been upbraided for my habit of rash general- 
ization I prefer to generalize, because it seems to me to 
be the only vital kind of mental activity, even when it is 
wide of the mark But here is a case where generalization 
does not seem to me to be possible Perhaps at certain 
stages m its development a people expresses its national or 
racial characteristics in its art , but that is not true for the 
whole of history, and particularly untrue of the modem 
period, smce the Renaissance Agam and again we have 
seen movements in art arise which, in virtue of a certam um- 
versality in their basic assumptions, sweep across boundaries 
and racial divisions, and umte men m the commonalty of 
an idea Such movements are not national, and yet they 
are not anti-national , they are supemational, and those 
forces which oppose them are the forces of philistinism — of 
mtellectual mediocrity and cultural reaction 


42 Art and Ethics 

T HE ethical aspect of art was one of the preoccupations of 
mncteenth-century writers, and from Ruskm to Tolstoy 
they all made a desperate effort to give art an ethical 
foundation But, however variously they expressed them- 
selves, they had only one notion of how this could be done 
Art Itself must be ethical — that is to say, the artist must 
have an ethical conception of life and must give clear 
expression to it m his works ‘‘It is necessary that he 
should stand on the level of the highest life-conception of 
his time,*^ said Tolstoy , and Ruskm was even more 
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explicit But art remained obstmately non-ethical , 
mdeed, these doctrmes only succeeded m provokmg a 
reaction among artists, and art has never been sCi dehber- 
ately devoid of a message as durmg these last fifty years 
At the same time^ and m the true sense of the word, we 
can also assert that art has never been so effectively ethical 
Never has art roused such mtense feelmgs, of protest or of 
partisanship , even m this mdifferent country of ours 
works of art have been reviled and defaced by mdignant 
zealots 5 while farther afield the smoke still rises firom holo- 
causts of condemned pictures and books To a great 
extent, mdeed, the artist now occupies the place of the 
persecuted samt of another day 

The explanation of this paradox is simple , for art 
actually becomes more ethical the purer it becomes Ulti- 
mately art IS concerned with one value and one value 
only truth But truth is an ethical value — ^perhaps the 
supreme ethical value Modem art is tmpopular because 
It has pursued this value to the exclusion of all sentiment 
and compromise In paintmg, for example, it has dis- 
carded the shadow for the substance, the appearance for 
the form , in poetry it has rejected artifice and convention 
in favour of the rhythms of human speech , m fiction it 
has laid bare the psychological motives which determine 
our actions , and generally art has discovered that the 
imagination is an instrument of revelation, not an agent of 
obscuration In modem art the pubhc discovers an 
unfamiliar world , and many people draw back, finghtened 
or resentful But the new images, the new vision, cannot 
be dismissed , they are so much more vivid than the old 
ways of seeing and hearing , they are so much more real 
So gradually the pubhc accepts them , it recognizes them 
as a necessary revelation Art has thus achieved its ethical 
object, which is to persuade us to accept a true vision of 
the world 
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So long as the public and the airtist moved within the 
conventions of a generally accepted moral code, art was 
like a grme of chess Each element had gwdefimte func- 
tion, and the art was m the skill with which the accepted 
rules were apphed Art then encouraged qualitie. like 
ingenuity, memor\, and style Even so, artists were 
always the people who broke the rules , who invented new 
pieces, new moves, new games Artists cannot escape the 
accusation of bemg disturbers of the peace, outragers of 
morahty, and generally advocatt diaholz But the well- 
being of society demands some such ferment Stabihty, 
which we foolishly yearn for, is but another name for 
stagnation , and stagnation is death The ideal condition 
of society is the same as the ideal condition of any living 
body — a state of dynamic tension The yearning for safety 
and stability must be balanced by impulses towards adven- 
ture and variety Only m that way can society be stirred 
mto the vibrations and emanations of orgamc growth 

Plato, as IS too often and too complacently recalled, 
banished the poet from his Repubhc But that Republic 
was a deceptive model of perfection It might be realized 
by some dictator, but it could only function as a 
machine functions — mechanically And machmes function 
mechanically only because they are made of dead morganic 
materials If you want to express the difference between 
an orgamc progressive society and a static totahtanan 
regime, you can do so m one word this word art Only 
on condition that the artist is allowed to fimction freely 
can society embody those ideals of liberty and mteliectual 
development which to most of us seem the only worthy 
sanctions of life 


5207 



A Goat of Many Colours 


43 'The later Yeats 

There is no doubt that Yeats was mfluenced, and mflu- 
Gnced foi the good, by the technique of some of his juniors, 
notably by Ezra Pound 

The change can best be examined m an early poem 
which Yeats actually rewrote m his later manner “ The 
Sorrow of Love was originally published in 1893 > as 
late as the 1912 edition of the Poems and perhaps later, it 
read as follows 

The quarrel of the sparrows m the eaves. 

The full round moon and the star-laden sky. 

And the loud song of the ever-singmg leaves. 

Had hid away earth*s old and weary cry 

And then you came with those red mournful hps. 
And with you came the whole of the world’s tears 
And aU the trouble of her labouring ships. 

And all the trouble of her myriad years 

And now the sparrows warring m the eaves. 

The curd-pale moon, the white stars m the sky. 
And the loud chauntmg of the imquiet leaves. 

Are shaken with earth’s old and weary cry 

In the 1933 edition of the Collected Poems this poem has been 
rewritten and reads as follows 

The brawling of a sparrow m the eaves 
The brilliant moon and all the milky sky. 

And all that famous harmony of leaves. 

Had blotted out man’s image and his cry 

A girl arose that had red mournful hps 
And seemed the greatness of the world m tears, 
Iloomed like Odysseus and the labourmg ships 
And proud as Pnam murdered with his peers , 
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Arose, and on the instant clamorous eaves, 

A climbmg moon upon an empty sky, 

And.,all that lamentation of the leaves^ 

Could but compose man’s image and his cry 

The change, it will be seen, is very drastic, but is it 
altogether a change for the good ^ It is, let us observe, 
m the first place, a change of diction and not of structure , 
and that is true of all the changes that occurred m Yeats’s 
verse All the revisions I have made,” Yeats once said 
to me, “ have been m the direction of making my poems 
less poetic ” His aim, therefore, has been very much 
the same as Wordsworth’s — ^to get nd of the mane and 
gaudy phraseology ” of an outworn poetic tradition The 
suggestion I wish to put forward is that diction and struc- 
ture are so closely related m the generation of a poem, 
that you cannot fundamentally change the one without 
changmg the other But before elaborating that sug- 
gestion, let us look at the actual changes which Yeats made 
m the poem quoted 

Line I — Brawling ” is substituted for “ quarrel ” In 
itself I do not think the word is any improvement, but the 
change is necessitated by a change m Ime 2 , quarrel ” 
would not go weh with brilliant ”, whereas “ brawling ” 
provides a good aUiterative and assonantal match ** Spar- 
rows ” becomes singular — a gain m precision 

Lxrte 2 — “ full round ” was perhaps felt to be a common- 
place epithet, but is “ brilliant ” any better ^ It is rather 
vaguer But this change is perhaps m its turn dictated 
by the change firom star-laden ” to milky ” Star- 
laden ” IS a very early-yeatsian, Celtic twilight epithet of 
just the kind the poet presumably wanted to get nd of , 
and smce a brilliant moon will cancel out the stars, milky ” 
becomes a more expressive (mcidentaUy a metaphoncal) 
epithet 

Line s — ‘‘ ever-smging ” was probably felt to be a 
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chche^ and “ loud ” is not very exact for the soimd of leaves 
But famous harmony seems to me to be a vaguer and 
weaker substitute , it is a dead phrase, without any 
inherent poetic tone In fact, it is prose 

Line 4 — A completely new image is substituted 
Earth’s old and weary cry ” was probably felt to be a false 
and mdefimte metaphor “ Blotted ” is a gam m sound 
value, and Imlcs aUiteratively with brawlmg ” and bni- 
hant ”, It has an onomatopoeic value, and provides a 
much-needed acceleration of the rhythm 

Line 5 — h. defimte image of a girl ” is substituted for 
the vague you ” , arose ” gives alhteration with “ red ” 
JLine 6 — the whole of the world’s tears ” was perhaps 
felt to be rather a ridiculous image , the new image is 
more precise, but still difficult to visualize 

Lmes 7 and 8 — A completely new image is substituted 
The repetition of And all the trouble of her ” was prob- 
ably felt to be banal, and myriad years ” to be a cliche 
The mtroduction of well-known classical allusions is a gam 
m precision and m the emotional surplus attaching to 
legendary na m es 

Line g — ^The refram motive of the sparrows m the eaves 
IS dropped — ^it is a romantic device, and two such devices 
m one quatrain were felt to be a httle too much The 
mtroduction of a time element, “ on the instant ”, adds 
dramatic force to the poem Glamorous ” is a good 
sonorous word, if a httle too emphatic for the noise made 
by a single sparrow , but it provides alhteration with 
‘‘ climbmg ”, lamentation ”, leaves ”, “ could ”, “ com- 
pose ” and cry ” 

Line lo — ^The firesh and effective “ curd-pale ” had to be 
dropped, smce the moon had become bnUiant m the first 
verse , for the same reason the white stars had to be 
excluded C lim bmg ”, though it soimds well enough, is 
rather commonplace, and “ empty ” is banal 
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Line IT — Loud ’’ must be dropped to agree with the 
first verse , chauntmg ’’ is an artificial metaphor The 
new line *has a forceful alliterative movement But I 
doubt if a modem poet would use a word like lament- 
ation in connection with leaves , it is almost a 
cliche 

Line 12 — ^The changes are largely dictated by the 
new form of Ime 4, and by the desire for alhteration 
But ** compose ’’ m\olves a process difficult to visualize, 
and the line as a whole does not bring the poem to 
such a definite and mevitablc conclusion as m the first 
version 

These are analytical notes, and perhaps on a reckoning 
the plus and minus of it all cancels out It is necessary, m 
the end, to compare the synthetic feeling of the two versions, 
and here one can only state a personal reaction My own 
IS defimtely m favour of the earlier version In spite of 
the romantic diction against which Yeats rightly reacted, 
I feel that it produces a umty of effect which, romantic as 
it is, IS superior m force to the more defimte, more classical 
diction of the later version For the truth is, that the poem 
m essence and mception is irradically romantic, and had 
better retain its romantic diction and imagery As it is, 
the new version has a patchy effect The old smt may 
have been shabby, but it was of a good cut and an even 
tone , the patches of new classical cloth are too obvious 
and too disjomted 

This image, with a little stretching, will serve for my 
objection to Yeats’s later verse (but naturally it is only an 
objection on the highest plane of technical criticism — the 
kin d of criticism that poets exchange between themselves, 
and which is not meant for laymen) Though he makes 
his poems out of the latest suitings, all of good classical 
(or, which comes to the same thing) modernist cloth, the 
cut IS stiU romantic 
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I dreamed as in my bed I lay. 

All night’s fathomless wisdom come, 

Tha-^ I had shorn my locks away 
And laid them on Love’s lettered tomb 
But something bore them out of sight 
In a great tumult of the air. 

And after nailed upon the mght 
Beremce’s burning hair 

The gesture here, m spite of its precision, is still romantic , 
and such poems stand out, luxuriant m the pruned orchard 
of the later verse The pruning has produced a larger 
JBruit, a clearer thought , but the effect is rather bleak, the 
prose of scientific culture rather than the poetry of natural 
growth A complete change of spirit reqmres a change 
of form , of structure as well as of diction And though 
one or two poems, such as “ Byzantium ”, seem to promise 
the necessary development, Yeats remamed to the end 
faithful to the spirit of another age 


44 Socialist Realism 

If we are socialists, there are two possible attitudes to 
adopt towards Marxist critics like Radek and Bukharin 
we can excuse them on the grounds that their particular 
theories, though bearing httle relation to the reahties of 

art, are justified by the immediate pohtical necessities — 
on the grounds, that is to say, that m the bitterest hour of 
the struggle the artist no less than the worker must be 
conscripted m the socialist army But that would be a 
temponzmg argument, for actually both Radek and Buk- 
ha n n addressed themselves, not to opportunist arguments 
of this kmd, but to general prmciples We are entitled to 

ask, then, how far their theories correspond, not only with 
the general principles of art, but with the general prmciples 
of soc i ali s m — ^mc^e particularly, the general prmciples of 
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Marxist socialism And we can identify these two sets of 
prmciples, for if the Marxist dialectic is correct, it must 
naturally -include within its scope the phenTDmena of art 
no less t h a n all the other phenomena of human society 
In the end we shall find that neither Marx nor Engels 
ever committed themselves to such statements as that 
realism means making a selection of phenomena from 
the pomt of view of what is essential — that is to say, from 
the pomt of view of socialism Instead we find Engels, 
for example, writing that “ the more the (pohtical) opinions 
of a writer remain hidden, the better for the work of art 
Realism, he goes on to say, illustrating his pomt with the 
case of Balzac, “ may crop out even m spite of the author’s 
opinions ” He admits that many of the world’s greatest 
writers — .^chylus and Aristophanes, Dante and Cervantes, 
not to mention more recent names like Tolstoy, have 
produced tendentious works “ But I think (he says) that 
tendency should arise out of the situation and action, 
without being specially emphasized, and that an author 
IS not obhged to give the reader a ready-made historical 
future solution of the social conflicts he depicts ” 

In his hterary judgements, Marx himself was exempt 
from every kmd of pohtical or social prgudice His 
favourite authors were Shakesp>eare and Walter Scott 
** He considered -^schylus and Shakespeare (writes his 
son-m-law, Paul Lafarguc) as the two greatest dramatic 
gemuses of all time He had devoted to Shakespeare, for 
whom he had a limitless admiration, profound study 
All the Marx family practised a sort of cult for the great 
English dramatist , his three daughters knew him by 
heart Marx was a great reader of novels 

He liked above all those of the eighteenth century, 
and especially Fielding’s 'Tom Jones The modem 
authors who tempted him most were Paul de Kock, 
C h a r les Lever, Alexandre Dumas and Walter Scolt 
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He considered Old Mortahty a masterly work He 

liked amusmg stones and tales of adventure His 
favourite novelists were Cervantes and Balzac He 

had such an admiration for Balzac that he proposed to 
write a cntical work of Le Comedte humaine when he had 
j&nished his economic work 

For Balzac, who far from selecting phenomena from the 
pomt of view of guiding pnnciples, carefully ignored his 
guiding prmciples, which were those of monarchism, 
cathohcism and reaction 

Remember that Marx’s first hterary works were poetic, 
and that all his life he gave firee rem to his magnificent 
imagination Only the scientist who had this poetic strain 
m hnn could conceive a work of the vast scope and com- 
prehensive unity of Das Kapttal Is it likely, then, that 
such a gemus would so misconceive art as to limit it to 
any particular theory of realism, or even to realism as 
such 

Let us avoid a superstitious reverence for every theory 
that bears the stamp made m Russia Russian critics 
have no monopoly of Marxism In our own coimtry 
there are better Marxist critics than Radek and Bukharm 
Ralph Fox IS one example His posthumous essay on The 
Travel and the People is so wise and sensible, so imderstandmg 
and so fully conscious of the realities of art no less than of 
socialism, that we cannot too much regret bis brave death 
on the Spanish firont I find very httle to criticize m the 
views he puts forward in his book He realizes that the 
one concern of the novelist is, or should be, this question of 
the individual will m its conflict with other wills on the 
battlc^ound of hfe ” — nothing more, nothing less Marx- 

ism, he says, does not deny the mdividual “ It does not 
see only masses m the grip of mexorable economic forces 
Marxism places man m the centre of its philosophy, 
for while it claims that material forces may change 

214 


man. 



Sociahst Realism 

it declaxes most emphatically that it is man who changes 
the material forces and that m the course of so doing he 
changes Vmself ’’ It is m this sense that ^Shakespeare’s 
characters are so ideal, presenting man as being at one 
and the sa m e time a type and an individual, a xopre- 
sentative of the mass and a single personality Ralph 
Fox even went so far as to say — and those who know 
Marxist criticism will realize how rare an admission it 
IS — that It IS completely foreign to the spirit of Marxism 
to neglect the formal side of art. To Marx form and 
content were mextncably connected, mter-related by the 
dialectic of life, and for the novelist of sociahst realism 
formal questions are of first imxxirtance 

My only criticism of Ralph Fox is directed towards his 
use of this word realism ” He says very finely that 

the revolutionary task of literature to-day is to restore its 
great tradition, to break the bonds of subjectivism and 
narrow specialization, to brmg the creative writer face 
to face with his only important task, that of winning the 
knowledge of truth, of reality Art is one of the means 
by which man grapples with and assimilates reality 

That is finely and truly expressed, but what I would like 
to ask IS whether the only means of grapphng with reality is 
the literary method known as realism ^ That, to me^ does 
not necessarily follow 

We have two terms, often contrasted, realism and 
romanticism We also have the term naturalism and we 
have something which we call eclecticism Most of the 
literature and pamtmg which goes imder the name of 
realism is actually naturalism, and most of the literature 
and pamtmg known as socialist realism is actually socialist 
naturalism In the same way much that is rejected as 
romanticism — Chateaubnand, for example, or even Scott 
— ^is eclecticism an arbitrary selection of bright and 
exotic odds and ends on the basis of the individual wnter s 
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idiosyncrasies NaUiralism is accepting the external world 
m its totality , eclecticism is acceptmg nothmg but 
what pleases ^he fancy Both are false attitudes— both are 
attitudes without a guiding prmciple As for true realism 
and^ true romanticism — ^what is the difference Was 
Shakespeare a realist or a romantic Was Cervantes or 
Balzac a realist or a romantic ^ The question, directed to 
gemuses of this scope, is senseless The greatest art mcludes 
both realism and romanticism, both the senses and the 
imagination The greatest art is precisely this a dia- 
lectical process which reconciles the contradictions derived 
from our senses on the one hand and our imagination on 
the other Ralph Fox quoted Keats m his book 

Knowledge enormous makes a God of me 
Names, deeds, grey legends, dire events, rebelhons. 
Majesties, sovran voices, agomes, 

Creations and destroymgs, all at once 
Pour mto the wide hollows of my bram. 

And deify me, as if some bhthe wine 
Or bright elunr peerless I had drunk. 

And so become immortal 

But that IS not a description of a socialist-reahst It is a 
description of the great humanist artist — of Shakespeare, 
Cervantes, Balzac, Keats himself — ^who m his art surveys 
all and transcends all 

I will now discuss the point of view of another English 
Marxist — ^Ahck West In a book called Crists and Criticism^ 
he attacked the positions taken up by T S Ehot, I A 
Richards and myself Smce I agree m the mam with his 
criticisms of Ehot and Richards, who are neither of them 
socialists, I am all the more anxious to remove the differ- 
ences which exist between Mr West and myself, for we 
are both socialists 

Mr Wastes mam charge against me leads us directly to 
the heart of the problem He says, qmte truly, that I do 
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not relate literaUire to the tensions of the movement of 
society, but to tensions withm the writer as an isolated unit , 
and he tl^n goes on to assert that ‘‘ the exalthtion, direct or 
indirect, of personality, m isolation jErom society, means at 
least an unconscious attachment to capitalist society, Wiihin 
which alone such a conception of personahty is possible 
I do not follow the logic of this last assertion, for it was 
quite possible to isolate and exalt the personahty m the age 
of Montaigne and Shakespeare, and would be m, say, an 
anarchist community of the future But actually, of course, 

I have never for a moment assumed this isolation of the 
personahty I have seen the mdividual as m dialectical 
opposition to society, but that is a very different matter 
I have rehed, as Mr West is only too ready to point out, 
on Freud’s mterpretation of the personality , but surely 
the whole object of psychoanalysis is to show how the 
personality is formed by reaction to its social environment 
Admittedly it does not conceive that environment in exclu- 
sively economic terms, but who does but the most purbhnd 
and mistaken of Marxian disciples Environment is not 
only a matter of money, food and work, but equally of 
flesh and blood, of emotional and personal relationships 
The artist and poet, no less than the normal man, is deter- 
mined by these same factors, and the only sense m which 
the artist is isolated is the sense m which we are all isolated 
by our mdividual pecuhanties and idiosyncrasies But 
the artist is the man who can put a price on his peculiarities , 
which, extending the sense of the artist to cover all degrees 
of skill, IS true of us all, even under a communist regime 
In a book which was published some time before Mr 
West’s I made it clear that I did not regard the artist as 
merely an mdividuahst m conflict with society Admittedly 
the mental personality of the artist may be determined 
by a failure in social adaptation But* bis whole effort, 
I then said, is directed towards a reconciliation with 
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society, and what he offers to society is not so much 
a bagful of his own tncks, his idiosyncrasies, but rather 
some knowledge of the secrets to which he has h^d access, 
the secrets of the self which are buned m every man alike, 
but winch only the sensibihty of the artist can reveal to us 
in all their actuahty This self ” is not the personal 
possession we imagme it to be , it is largely made up of 
elements from the imconscious, and the more we learn 
about the unconscious, the more collective it appears to be 
In this sense M!arx and Freud work to the same end, the 
one showing the collective basis of our social and pohtical 
ideals, the other the collective basis of our personal habits 
and thoughts 

Mr West as good as admits this He admits that my 
doctrme of personality, based on Freud, is a wider reahty 
than mdividuahty m the old sense, both because of its 
more direct contact with the unconscious and its power of 
losing the sense of “ I through identification with other 
people But there is a snag m it somewhere If my 
doctrme of the free personahty — ^it is not my doctrme so 
much as it is Keats’s — ^if this doctrme of ‘‘ negative 
capabihty ”, as Keats called it, is good m so far as it nds 
the mdividuahty of the poet of the repressive habits which 
are easily recognizable m the form of capitalist morahty, 
capitalist snobbery, capitalist philosophy and so on, it 
might be equally good to excuse the poet from an excessive 
devotion to the dogmas of communism If^ as I maint ai n 
m general, the poet and the artist is a creature of mtmtions 
and sympathies and by his very nature shrinks from defimte- 
ness and doctrinaire attitudes, then he is exempt from 
marxist no less than from bourgeois disciplines As I have 
said on another occasion 

Pledged to the s h i f t ing process of reahty, he cannot 
subscribe to the static provisions of a pohcy He has 
two prmcipal duties to mirror the world as it is and 

i2i8 



Socialist Realism 

to imagine the world as it might be In Shelley’s sense 
he IS a legislator, but the House of Poets is even more 
incapacitated than the House of Peers Disfranchised 
by his l&ck of residence m any fixed constituency, wander- 
mg faithlessly m the no-man’s-land of his imagination, 
the poet caimot, without renouncmg his essential func- 
tion, come to rest m the bleak conventicles of a pohtical 
party It is not his pnde that keeps him outside , it is 
really hxs humility, his devotion to the complex wholeness 
of humanity 

It IS m this sense that Homer and jEschylus, Shakespeare 
and Balzac were poets The j>oet must reflect the trend of 
socialism, says Radek , he must focus attention on the 
struggle of the proletariat, says Bukharm , Marxism must 
be the winter’s way of perceiving and knowing the real 
world, says Ralph Fox , criticism must value hterature m 
relation to the social movement, says Ahck West Do 
any of those statements fit Homer and JEschylus, Shake- 
speare and Balzac ^ Gan any of these great poets m any 
degree be said to have reflected a social or pohtical doc- 
trine IN'ot one — and least of all Balzac If Balzac had 
followed the advice of our pseudo-Marxist critics, he would 
have made his works subservient to his pohtical theories, 
which were the reactionary theories of monarchism and 
cathohcism But Balzac was too great an artist to commit 
any such mistake He knew that humanity was a complex 
whole, and that it was his duty to reflect that wholeness and 
that complexity without bias of any kind, least of all the 
bias of his own mtellectual concepts Balzac the novelist 
was greater than Balzac the pohtician , and instmctively 
he knew it And so did Marx, who never m any of his 
writings suggests any other pomt of view 

The basis of the poet’s activity is sympathy — ^an mtuitive 
understanding of and projection of himself mto the object 
of his contemplation Intellectual attitudes, moral pre- 
judice, pohtical judgements — ^all alike destroy the operation 
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of these ixmversal sympathetic faculties I believe no 
statement I have ever made has done me more harm than 
a note I added to one of my poems — 77ie End of War 
It IS not my business as a poet to condemn war 
Judgement may follow^ but should never precede or 
become embroiled with the act of poetry In spite of 
the anger it has aroused, I still stick to that statement 
No one can hate war more strongly than I do, and my 
hatred of war springs firom the experience of it And on 
other occasions, which were not poetic, I have expressed 
that hatred m no uncertam terms But further no one 
could be more convmced of the vileness of capitalism nor 
be more expectant of the blessmgs of socialism than I am , 
on the plane of economic fact and pohtical strife I yield to 
no man m my devotion to that cause But m that stnfe 
nothing will blind me to the universal aspects of poetry 
and humanity I know that when socialism is established 
among all nations^ poetry will still be the poetry of Homer 
and Shakespeare the inspired expression of one man's 
sympathy for his fellow men 

I am prepared to make one further admission Mr 
West has perceived — ^and actually I have never made any 
disguise of the fact — that my ultimate attitudes m poetry 
and criticism are based on an absolute for which I have 
only the warrant of individual mtuition For that reason 
he accuses me of latent rehgious thinking " But for 
me there is a considerable difference between the recog- 
mtion of absolutes ” m philosophy and what is generally 
meant by religious thinking ” Religious thinking always 
mvolves an act of faith — a belief m supernatural revelation 
That kmd of behef I do not profess I am essentially a 
materialist But as a materialist I find myself mvolved 
with certam mtangible and imponderable elements which 
we call emotion and instinct, and to those elements I, as a 
materialist, must give due attention I cannot construct 
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a credible world without making provision for their active 
play and satisfaction In the end I find that emotion and 
instmct n^ist be reconciled with their dialecacal opposites, 
reason and understandmg, and that the achievement of 
such a reconcihation takes the form of an intuition of 
absolute values 1 am not mystical about these absolute 
values I submit them to the pragmatic and empirical 
tests to which I submit all hypotheses and behefs They 
are only absolute m so far as they are consonant with the 
world of facts, but our knowledge of this world is very 
hmited, and we are therefore thrown back on our mtuitions 
But I go further than admitting the presence of such 
metaphysical elements m my own way of thinking I ask 
all those who are socialists to examme the foundations of 
their own pohtical attitude I ask them to exa m ine the 
foundations of Marxism itself What throughout his cruel 
and laborious life gave Marx the hope and energy to persist 
m his great task ^ Was he moved by a cold scientific logic, 
a remote and dismterested rationalism ^ We know that 
such a supposition is absurd Marx, like every great 
socialist, was moved by a deep emotional sympathy for the 
working classes and by a deep aii^er and mdignation at 
their imjust lot Their unjust lot — what can our use of 
that phrase mean but that Marx too had this sense of 
justice, this intuition of an absolute Let us but ask what 
we mean by the word justice It is not something we 
can measure by an economic scale , it is not even egahtan- 
anism It is a sense of values, of human values, and our 
only clue to those values is our mtmtion of an absolute and 
metaphysical quahty — justice And finally all our other 

knowledge and judgement is referred back to such absolutes 
— ^absolutes of truth and beauty no less than of justice It 

IS on these absolutes that our final vision of a classless 
society must rest, m which the firee development of each is 
the condition for the firee development of all 
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45 The Significance of William James 

It is possible that the name of William James has become 
a little remote between the Wars, so that it is surpnsmg to 
be remmded that his Pragmatism was first published as 
recently as 1907, and that he did not die imtil 1910 
Willi a m James was bom mto the dim and distant world of 
New England transcendentalism, but his best work belongs 
to the first decade of this century And if his name tends 
to be forgotten, it is perhaps for the best of reasons — ^for 
what he himself would have regarded as the best of possible 
reasons — na mely, that his philosophy has become a part of 
life, an active and progressive force m the pohtics and 
culture of our time 

In an mterview which he gave to the Press m 1926 
Mussolmi named James, along with Nietzsche and Sorel, 
as his philosophical masters The pragmatism of WiUiam 

James ”, he said, was of great use to me m my pohtical 
career James taught me that an action should be judged 
rather by its results than by its doctnnary basis I learnt 
of James that faith m action, that ardent will to hve and 
fight, to which fascism owes a great part of its success ” 
Improbable as this may seem, it has a basis m historical 
facts Among the many finends and correspondents James 
had m all parts of the world we find Giovanm Papmi, 
who, as early as 1906, had become the exponent and 
apostle of pragmatism m Italy, and among the contributors 
to Papmi^s review Leonardo we find Bemto Mussolmi As 
It developed fascism certainly rehed more on Sorel and 
Pareto than on William James, and it is possible that 
whatever Mussolmi derived firom pragmatism was based 
on a complete misimderstandmg of its meaning , for, as 
Bergson once pomted out, pragmatism is one of the most 
subtle doctrines ever known to philosophy It 
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possible that Lerun’s very emphatic rejection of pragmatism 
was based on a similar misunderstandings for m some of its 
essential Jeatures pragmatism has affinities tvith Marxism 
Pragmatism consists of two mam prmciples, and the 
perversions of it generally emphasize one to the neglect of 
the other The first, to adopt Professor Perry^s very clear 
summary, is the pragmatic method, and propHDses to 
mterpret concepts m terms of their consequences for experi- 
ence or practice ’’ ^ — which is very near to Marx’s thesis 
that a behef is proved to be true or false if it works m 
practice The second prmciple of pragmatism is a theory 
of truth Truth is an attribute of ideas rather than of 
reahty, and attaches to ideas m proportion as these prove 
useful for the purpose for which they were invoked Or, 
to quote James’s own words 

The truth of a thing or idea is its meani n g, or its 
destiny, that which grows out of it This would be a 
doctrine reversing the opmion of the empiricists that the 
meanmg of an idea is that which it has grown from 
Unless we find a way of conciliating the notions of truth 
and change, we must admit that there is no truth any- 
where But the concihation is made by everyone who 
reads history and admits that an earher set of ideas 
were m the Ime of development of the ideas in the hght 
of which we now reject them In so far as they 

mduced these they were true , just as these will induce 
others and themselves be shelved Their truth lay m 
their function of contmuing thought m a certain dtrertion 

In short, James’s disposition was all the time to regard truth 
as prospective rather than retrospective As Bergson was 
later to emphasize, the ongm and inspiration of pragmatism 
IS to be found m the notion of a reabty in which man 
participates^ and participates above all by means of his 
mtuitive faculties It was perhaps this rehance on mtuition, 

^ Ralph. Barton Perry 'The Thought and Character of WtLltam 
James 2 vols (Oxford Umversity Press, nd [1935]) 

^23 



A Goat of Many Colours 

backed as it was by the scientific eqmpment of a man who 
had written the Principles of P^chology^ which more than 
anything else ''scandalized his academic colleagues, and 
which now makes the marxists so suspicious of his phil- 
osophy For once you admit evidence of that kmd, you 
have to take seriously, as James did, the evidence of mystics 
and even of madmen James was temperamentally too 
curious, too vital, to be satisfied with logical or abstract 
categories He was, above all, an anti-mtellectualist He 
claimed, with good reason, that he had destroyed the basis 
of rationalism and reduced philosophy to a dependency on 
— even to an identity with — ^psychology 

It is precisely this tendency which, at the present stage 
of cultural development, makes him of such mterest outside 
academic circles All his life James lived and worked in 
such circles, but he scoffed at them, often in no imcertam 
terms I am ^r-logical, if not illogical,’^ he wrote to one 
of his correspondents, “ and glad to be so when I find Bertie 
Russell trying to excogitate what true knowledge means, m 
the absence of any concrete umverse surrounding the 
knower and the known Ass * ’’ He persisted m address- 
mg himself to the general pubhc, and his books are, as 
a result, more readable than almost any philosophy ever 
written, and models of simple expository style Active 
tension was his ideal and uncertamty, unpredictabihty, 
extemporized adaptation, risk, change, anarchy, impre- 
tentiousness, naturalness, the qualities which, according to 
Professor Perry, he foimd most palatable In a word, he 
was a romantic, and my own mterest m his philosophy, 
for example, is due to the fact that I find m it a premomtion 
of our present romantic revival and a justification of what 
might be called the poetic attitude James himself was 
not a poet, but his temperament might be described by 
the much-abused word artistic ’’ (his brother Henry 
obviously foimd him too bohemian for his taste) His 
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interest m abnormal states of mind, hallucination, etc , 
has, with pragmatic justice, developed mto the theories 
which justify the modem movement m art "and literature 

All neat schematisms with permanent and alasolute 
distinctions, classifications with absolute pretensions, 
systems with pigeon-holes, etc , have this character (of 
artificiahty) All classic clean, cut and dried, 
“ noble fixed, eternal Weltanschauungen seem to 
me to violate the character with which life concretely 
comes and the expression which it bears of being, or at 
least of mvolving, a muddle and a struggle, with an 
‘‘ ever not quite ” to all our formulas, and novelty and 
possibihty for ever leaking m 

James has perhaps been unduly overshadowed by Berg- 
son, but he remains, at least for the Anglo-Saxon world 
whose deep-seated empirical and practical sense of reality 
he so completely embodies, the typical transition figure of 
our epoch He represents the dethronmg of absolutism and 
idealism as well as the decay of scientific dogmatism , he 
belongs, as an mitiating force, to the movement which has 
produced relativity m science, the analytical method m psy 
chology, the empirical study of religion, and, finally, super- 
realism m art It is a movement which has its dangers and 
even its disasters — and everything leads us to suppose that 
James would have regarded fascism as one of the diseisters , 
but essential to this movement is the doctrme of heroism 
“ The great use of a life he once said, is to spend 
it for something that outlasts it We lack a better faith 


46 The Poet and the Film 

Every work of art is a product of the creative imagination, 
and to be worthy of the name of art, the film, too, must be 
a product of the creative imagination 
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Before such a sentence can mean much, however, 
we must define that vague phrase, the creative 
imagmation ^ I do not particularly hke to use the word 
creative m th i s connection It imputes to the artist 
a god-hke role and that is bad for his conceit There is 
nothmg new under the sun, and all the greatest artist can 
do IS to discover new arrangements of existing elements 
That IS not really to be creative it is re-creative, amusmg, 
illuminative, instructive, affectmg But my excuse for 
usmg the word “ creative ” m conjunction with imagm- 
ation ” IS to unply something more than a merely mental 
activity Not merely imagmation, but imagmation 
embodied Imagmation fibcidnig its objective eqmvalents 
m Sight and sound and touch Imagmation translated 
mto sensible shapes, tones and textures 

But imagmation itself is a vague word What do we 
mean by it^ The meaning of imagination has been 
discussed for well over two thousand years It is discussed 
very acutely by Aristotle, and from Aristotle the discussion 
passes to the great tradition of mediaeval scholasticism , 
and fiom that tradition it passed into the school of romantic 
criticism, notably, m this coxmtry, to Coleridge , and we 
are still discussmg the meanmg of imagmation Mean- 
while, m the seventeenth century a school of philosophy 
arose, led by Descartes, which demed the existence of 
imagmation, or regarded it as so inferior to reason that 
it could and should be ignored That school of philo 
Sophy held the field between the declme of scholasticism 
and the nse of romanticism, and the period of its pre- 
dominance IS sometimes called the Age of Reason or 
Enhghtenment it is an age of derivative styles m art 
Imagination, we may conclude, is essential to art, 
though It may be opposed to reason > A rational work 
of art — ^that sounds like a contradiction in terms and I 
think IS a contradiction m terms it is a contradicUon 
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involved in the aims and methods of many modem film 
producers 

The centunes-long discussion of imagination to which 
I have referred succeeded m makmg a distmction between 
tngsmum and fantasia between fancy and imagination 
This distmction was not always kept clear, because with 
that depressing desire to reduce all thmgs to a umty which 
distinguishes philosophers, there has always been a tendency 
to reduce tngemum and fantasia to one faculty and «call it 
the imagination It has necessarily been a vam ambition, 
for actually two very distmct processes are mvolved 

Ingemum may be defined as the capacity to perceive or 
discover similitudes between otherwise disparate objects 
We say that a person is as cool as a cucumber, by which 
we mean that we perceive this common element of coolness 
m two such disparate objects as such a person and a 
cucumber Or descnbmg the action of a man who is 
holdmg stocks m a rismg market, we say that he is freezmg 
on to a good thing, as water freezes to cold metal These 
are elementary examples of simile and metaphor, but the 
whole art of poetry originates m such an activity When 
the choice of terms m such comparisons is arbitrary (as it 
IS m the case of the cucumber, because other thmgs are cool 
besides the cucumber) then the activity might be called 
fancy or fantasy, and it is what Coleridge called a mode of 
memory emancipated from the order of space and time , it 
is an activity of the will mvolvmg choice — choice of 
objective and definite things which can be brought into 
some illuminating association 

But tngemum, fancy, wit or whatever we are to call it, 
does not exhaust the activities of the mind engaged m 
hterary creation There is another process which begms 
with a state of emotional tension and to this nucleus of 
feelmg attracts the objects or events which objectify or 
express the feeling Such objects or events are no longer 
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arbitrary, but exact and necessary Everything^ as it 
were, must conform to the colour and force of the original 
emotion The power of imagmation, to quote "^Golendge 
aganp, reveals itself m a balance and reconcihation of a 
more than usual state of emotion with more than usual 
order , judgment ever awake and steady self-possession 
combmed with enthusiasm and feelmg profioimd and 
vehement ** 

The film produces its effect by projected images These 
images, projected on the screen, are associated i mm ediately 
with the images stored m the memory of the spectator, 
and from that association or collocation of images flow the 
emotions of surprise, dehght, pleasure, pride or sorrow, 
which we experience m the picture house 

From this dependence on the visual image, there Vi as 
arisen the notion that the film can only succeed as an art 
by avoiding aU abstractions, by confimng itself rigorously 
to the concrete image Salvador Dah, who has written 
the scenario for an ultra-modem film called Babaouo^ 
writes m the following strain 

Contrary to the usual opmion, the cmema is mfimtely 
poorer and more limited for the expression of real pro- 
cesses of thought than is hterature, pamtmg, sculpture or 
architecture About the only form below it is music, 
whose spiritual value, as everyone knows, is almost ml 
The cmema is linked fundamentally, by its very nature, 
to the sensorial, vulgar and anecdotic surface of pheno- 
mena, to abstraction, to rhythmical impressions, m a 
word, to harmony And haimony, the sublime product 
of abstraction, is by definition at the other extreme to 
the concrete, and consequently, to poetry 

The ratpid and contmuous succession of images on the 
screen hmders all attempts to achieve the con- 

crete and annuls more often than not (thanks to the 
element memory) its mtentional, affective, lyrical quahty 
The mechanism of memory, upon which these images 
act m a manner exceptionally direct, tends even m itself to 
the disorganization of the concrete, towards idealization 
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In waking life^ the latent purpose and the fury of the 
concrete nearly always become submerged m forgetful- 
ness, but they nse to the surface agam in H reams The 
poetry t>f the film demands more than any other kind of 
poetry a complete dream metamorphosis m concrete 
irrationahty b^ore it can attam a real degree of lyrTcism 

And on the basis of that idea we have m France the 
surrealiste film — a film that is completely irrational m its 
content, a film that can only be compared with the dream, 
even with the mghtmare, and which gams all its force and 
vividness by possessing the same characteristics as the 
dieam The foremost film of this kind is Jean Ckcteau^s 
Le Sang (Tun Poete — A Poet’s Blood — with music by Georges 
Aunc It IS a vital experiment in film construction and it 
IS the work of a poet — ^not of a camera-man, a kanist, a 
filmist or whatever you want to caU the creator of a film, 
but of a man who is first and foremost and all the tune 
a poet 

This kind of film fits exactly, I think, our defimtion of 
fancy — a mode of memory emancipated from space and 
time Its appeal depends on its concreteness, its irration- 
ahty, its strange dream-like fertility of images Admittedly, 
it IS an extreme — -just as lync poetry is an extreme of 
eiqpression It rejects the logical it seeks the lyncal 
appeal, the direct sensation of the concrete The only 
commercial films which a superrealist like Dah can accept 
are apparently those of the Marx Brothers JBut the 
elements which dominate a film like Cocteau’s or Ammal 
Crackef^ arc elements present m most good films the 
sudden projection of a concrete image to represent an 
abstract idea The projection of two images to suggest a 
similitude m Purksib the swirl of water followed by the 
flickermg revolutions of cotton bobbins — a swift concrete 
effort to convey complex ideas of underlying processes of 
dynamic cause and effect The danger which threatens this 
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kind of film IS the cliche the repetition of the same image 
in film after film — ^how often have we seen a close-up of 
corn wavmg against the sky, to suggest the peace oi nature, 
of the wheels and piston of a locomotive to suggest travel, 
speed" or power and so on But that fault is due to a lack 
of the faculties which are so conspicuously absent from the 
film m general, the faculties which must come mto the 
film to make it the great art which the potentiahties of its 
tcchmque suggest it may some day become — ^that is to say, 
the poetic faculty itself To the absence of that faculty 
m the process of film production is due not only the poverty 
of film fantasy, but the almost total absence of the fiilni 
of imagmation 

The film of imagmation — the film as a work of art 
ranking with great drama, great hterature, and great 
paintmg — ^will not come until the poet enters the studio 
I know what is immediately advanced agamst that idea — 
the necessity of working m the strict terms of a new medium, 
exploitmg a new technique the camera is the film artist’s 
muse down with the literary film and so on 

About such a pomt of view I have only two things to 
say — firstly, that m every art there is a good deal of cant 
spoken about technique Most techniques can be learnt 
in a few days, at the most m a year or two But no amount 
of technical efficiency will create a work of art in any 
medium if the creative or imagmative gemus is lacking 
Naturally the techmque must appeal to the sensibihty of 
the poet he must love his medium and work m it with 
enthusiasm but the vision necessary to create not merely 
the means, but the end — that is a gift of providence and 
we call that gift poetic gemus 

Secondly, those people who deny that there can be any 
connection between the scenario and hterature seem to me 
to have a wrong conception, not so much of the film as of 
literature literature they seem to regard as something 
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polite and academic, m other words, as something god- 
forsaken and superannuated, compoimded of correct gram- 
mar ai^ high-sounding ciceroman phirases Such a 
conception reveals the feebleness of their sensibihty If 
I were asked to give the most distmctive quahty oT good 
wntmg, I should express it m this one word visual 
Reduce the art of writing to its fundamentals and you come 
to this smgle aim to convey images by means of words 
But to convey images To make the mmd see To project 
on to that inner screen of the bram a movmg picture of 
objects and events, events and objects movmg towards a 
balance and reconcihation of a more than usual state of 
emotion with more than usual order That is a defimtion 
of good hterature — of the achievement of every good poet 
— ^from Homer and Shakespeare to James Joyce or Henry 
Miller It IS also a definition of the ideal film 


47 The Message of Raskin 

-There is a well-established type of writer to whom we 
give the name essayist England it mcludes Francis 

Bacon, Sir Thomas Browne, William Hazhtt and C3harles 
L a m b, ^nd the essay as a hterary form, though it is firee 
and adaptable, is fairly clearly defined But I would 
hesitate to call Ruskm an essayist An essayist is generally 
something of a dilettante — a man who may, mdeed, be 
inspired, but who is always rather short of bre;ath That 
description does not fit Ruskm’s fire and fury — ^the sustained 
flight of his rhetoric and imagination Ruskm reminds us 
rather of one of the prophets of the Old Testament, of an 
Indian seer or a Chinese sage, or of one of the great English 
preachers, Jeremy Taylor, or Richard Hooker he himself 
preferred the title of Teacher But nevertheless Ruskm was a 
creative writer m the same sense thatfShakespeare or Milton 
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or Wordsworth or any other master of Enghsh hterature 
His creative use of language is sufficient proof of that — 
my opinion t?"ere is no English writer who has written 
such magnificent prose But that is not all — ^Ruskin would 
not rank as one of the major figures m our literature if he 
was merely the author of a number of purple passages 
Ruskm IS great fbr what he writes no less than for how he 
writes The conclusion we must come to, I would like 
to suggest, is that with Ruskm, as to some extent also with 
his contemporary Carlyle, criticism is for the first tune 
raised to the rank of an mdependent art Naturally there 
were critics before this time — ^Dryden, Dr Johnson, Cole 
ndge — but with them criticism was either ancillary to their 
creative work (as it were, a clearing of the ground), or it 
was a very prosaic and logical activity in no way comparable 
to the imaginative art of the poet or the dramatist It 
was the distinction of Ruskm in England, as of the very 
comparable figure of Nietzsche in Germany, to raise 
criticism to the creative level 

Now, one might speculate at some length on this new 
development m literature, for it is imdoubtedly a pheno- 
menon which has its explanation in the peculiar character 
of modem civilization That civilization, we might say, 
has reached a pomt of spiritual disintegration at which 
the poet can no longer confidently create — ^no longer build 
on foundations which he feels are secure So he becomes 
prophet he becomes preacher It has been the fashion 
to call such writers as Ruskm and Nietzsche frustrated 
poets ” But who, of their time or since their time, has 
not been m some sense fhistrated ^ Tennyson and Arnold, 
Browmng and Hardy— the work of all these poets is in 
some measure disturbed and distorted by the prevaihng 
uneasmess of the age 

One of the best, and certainly one of the best-known 
of Rnslfin s books, Sesame and Ltlies, is essentially an analysis 
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of tins problem — the problem of the relation of art to the 
prevailmg ethos, or spiritual atmosphere Sesame and Lthes 
was originally dehvered as lectures in the year 1864^ and 
when published m book form the followmg year became 
Ruskm^s first popular success It has been said tifet this 
success was due to the supposed suitabdity of the book 
as a prize for young ladies leavmg school, and it does mdeed 
contain some very good advice for such yoimg ladies 
But we do not need to look beyond the book’s inherent 
eloquence and general aptness for an explanation A 
particularly big nail was protruding mto the public con- 
science, and Ruskm hit it squarely and forcibly on the 
head He had seen coming mto vogue what he called 

a mass of realistic, or materialistic, hterature and art, 
foimded mainly on the theory of nobody’s havmg any 
will, or needmg any master much of it extremely 
clever, irresistibly amusmg, and enticingly pathetic 
but which is nevertheless the mere whirr and dust-cloud 
of a dissolutely reformmg and vulgarly manufacturing age 

Against this tendency Ruskm was passionately anxious 
to affirm that there is such a thmg as essential good, 
and essential evil, m books, in art, and m character ” 
and that this essential goodness and badness are mde- 
pendent of epochs, fashions, opimons and revolutions ” 
Ruskm also stated that his book was written while 
his energies were still unbroken and his temper unfettered ” 
and that together with Unto this Last it cont ain ed the chief 
truths he had endeavoured through all his past life to dis- 
play Unto this Last is concerned chiefly with his economic 
doctrmes, and we may therefore regard Sesame and Lihes as 
his aesthetic testament, the essence of his teaching on art 
Perhaps because he had already written so much on the 
plastic arts — so much, let me mteiject, that is still worth 
reading — perhaps for this reason Ruskm concentrates in 
this hook on the art of writing He b^ins by askmg why 
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a book IS written and published, and arrives at the con- 
clusion that it IS not with a view of mere communication, 
but of permaioence The author desires, not r^erely to 
multiply his voice, or convey it, but to perpetuate it 

The author [says Ruskm] has something to say which 
he perceives to be true and useful, or helpfully beautiful 
So far as he knows, no one has yet said it so far as he 
knows, no one else can say it He is bound to say it, 
clearly and melodiously if he may clearly, at all 
events In the sum of his life he finds this to be the 
thing, or group of things, manifest to him — ^this, the 
piece of true knowledge, or sight, which his share of 
sunshme and earth has permitted him to seize He 
would fain set it down for ever engrave it on rock, 
if he could , saying, “ This is the best of me , for the 
rest, I ate, and drank, and slept, loved, and hated, like 
another my life was as the vapour, and is not but 
this I saw and knew this, if anyfiung of mme, is worth 
your memory That is his ** writing ’’ it is, m his 
small way, and with whatever degree of true inspiration 
IS m him, his inscription, or scripture That is a “ Book ’’ 

This mterpretation of a man’s book as his personal 
scripture, his small and perhaps insignificant but never- 
theless inspired Bible, is entirely characteristic of Ruskm 
It explains why he then goes on to insist on the importance 
of words ‘‘ I tell you earnestly and authoritatively, (I 
know I am right m this,) you must get mto the habit of 
lookup mtensely at words, and assurmg yourself of their 
meaning, syllabic by syllable — ^nay, letter by letter and 
he suggests that it is no mere accident that the study of 
books IS called literature, and a man versed m hterature 
a man of letters rather than a man of books, or of words 
AU he says of the study of words, the love of words, the 
hierarchy of words, is excellent, but now I have only the 
desire to repeat his wammg against the false use of words, 
because it is so appropriate for the circumstances of our 
own time 
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There are masked words dronmg' and skulking about 
us m Europe just now [he writes], there are masked 
words abroad which nobody understa'*^ds, but which 
everybody uses, and most people will also fight for, hve 
for, or even die for, fancying they this that, 

or the other, of things dear to them for such words 
wear chamaeleon cloaks — ground-hon ’’ cloaks, of the 
colour of the ground of any man^s fancy on that 
ground they he an d wait, and rend biTn with a spring 
horn It There never were creatures of prey so mis- 
chievous, never diplomatists sb cunning, never poisoners 
so deadly, as these masked words they are the xmjust 
stewards of all men’s ideas whatever fancy or favourite 
mstmet a man most cherishes, he gives to his favourite 
masked word to take care of for hi m the word at last 
comes to have an infinite power over him — ^you cannot 
get at him but by its ministry 

I can only, in this short essay, emphasize a few of the 
more significant truths which are packed mto this httle 
book I must pass over the acute analysis of a passage 
from Milton’s L^cidas — ^it is one of the high pomts of English 
hterary criticism I must pass over his beautiful defence 
of the tndectstvemss of the great poets — the fact that the 
most they can do is to mix the music with our thoughts, 
and sadden us with heavenly doubts ” But I must insist 
on Ruskm’s defence of what he calls passion or sensation, 
for it is the key to his whole philosophy of art, and of life 
It is essentially the same doctrme as that expressed by 
Keats m a famous letter which must have been famihar 
to Ruskin In Ruskm’s words The ennoblmg differ- 
ence between one man and another, — ^between one animal 
and another, — ^is precisely m this, that one feels more 
than another We are only human m so far as we 

are sensitive, and our honour is precisely m proportion to 
our passion ” 

The truth of this statement is perhaps best seen by 
expressing it negatively, which Ruskm proceeds to do 
The absence of sensation is simply vulgarity 
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Simple and innocent vulgarity is merely an untrained 
and undeveloped bluntness of body and mmd but m 
true mbred yxdganty, there is a dreadful callousness, 
which, m extremity, becomes capable of ever^ sort of 
bestial habit and crime, without fear, without pleasure, 
without horror, and without pity It is in the blunt 
hand and the dead heart, m ^e diseased habit, in the 
hardened conscience, that men become vulgar they 
are for ever vulgar, precisely m proportion as they are 
incapable of sympathy — of quick understanding, — of all 
that, m deep insistence on the common, but most accurate 
term, may be called the “ tact or touch-faculty 
of body and soul that tact which the Mimosa has in 
trees, which the pure woman has above all creatures , 
jfineness and fullness of sensation, beyond reason — the 
guide and sanctifier of reason itself Reason can but 
determine what is true — ^it is the God-given passion of 
humanity which alone can recognize what God has 
made good 

Ruskin adds to this fiery declaration of faith the corol- 
lary that true passion is disciplmed and tested passion, but 
it is precisely this control of passion or sensation which is 
the proper function of art, makmg it so relevant to the 
fundamental needs of life I do not want to disguise the 
fact that Ruskm was first and foremost a moralist, and 
that he tended to make statements subordmatmg art and 
everything else to ethics He is never tired of tellmg us 
that no great art was ever created by a bad man, and if 
we have a conventional view of badness or rmmorahty, 
such statements may seem obviously untrue But Ruskm’s 
idea of good and evil W2is not conventional it was mti- 
mately linked up with this doctrme of sensation The 
goodness of a man is a question of his sensibihty , it is the 
goodness of his heart, not of his bram When Ruskin 
defines the quahties of a great man, as he does m the case 
of Sir W^alter Scott, these quahties — hu mili ty, absence of 
affectation, ease of expression, simphcity of vision — these are 
all sensitive quahties, even nervous quahties They have 
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nothing to do with codes of morality or systems of dogma 
“ Mighty of heart, nughty of mmd — ^rnagnanimous — ^to be 
this, IS hideed to be great m life, to * advance m life % — m 
life Itself — ^not m the trappmgs of it He only is 

advancing m life, whose heart is getting softer, whose blood 
warmer, whose bram qmcker, whose spirit is entermg into 
living peace 


48 Etruscan Art 

Etruscan art, like early Hellenic art, early Gothic art, 
negro art and primitive art generally, is one of those phases 
of art which have soared m pubhc estimation during the 
last twenty or thirty years Thus revolution m opinion 
has been the work of pamters, poets and critics rather than 
of professional archaeologists and classicists There are 
still scholars for whom Etruscan sculpture is mglonous ”, 
“ vulgar ”, superficial ”, brutalized ” — expressions of 

contempt whose very strength betrays an irrational preju- 
dice That prejudice is m favour of naturalism, of Hellemc 
realism, of Hellemc idealism, but whatever its natutc it 
IS very general and has led, not only to an extraordinary 
and unscientific distoiiron of the history of art, but also 
to a complete inabihty to understand (and even to trans- 
late) those classical theories of art, such as Plato’s, which 
were free firom this prejudice But that is another story 
D H Lawrence called Etruscan art the supreme art 
of all times and all nations The statement is no doubt 
considered as a wilful exaggeration by all those scholars 
and critics who value a reputation for objectivity, but I 
rKinW It needs very httle amendment to be acceptable 
Etruscan art undoubtedly bdlongs to the most supreme 
type of art of all times and nations lake Oriental art and 
Gothic art, it is what xs perhaps best described as a trans- 
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cendental art Tiiis is admittedly a dangerous term, with 
ail kinds of theological and philosophical imphcations , 
but its simple meanmg is that ideas exist which are ‘Superior 
to, and not deduced firom, ordinary human experience or 
ascertainable fact , and a transcendental art is an art 
which attempts to express such ideas rather than to imitate 
natural appearances It is not implied that there is a 
complete division between idea and fact , mdeed, there 
IS an mtimate relationship, and nature itself is the imitation 
or representation of an Idea Art and nature are there- 
fore analogous they are both representations of ideas, 
and we can best learn how to represent an idea by observing 
the operations of nature "" Art is the imitation of Nature 
m her manner of operation is the way St Thomas 
Aquinas describes it , and it is implied that art is not the 
imitation of nature m her manner of appearance 

Once this important distmction is grasped, we have the 
key to the distinction between representational and non- 
representational art, between realistic and transcendental 
art, between Roman and Etruscan art It will be seen 
that It IS more than a difference m degree , it is a funda- 
mental difference m kind, and once it is realized m all 
Its imphcatLons I do not think anyone can fail to recogmze 
that It is a difference m value One can, of course, deny 
all spiritual values, and reduce man to a clever animal 
It IS conceivable that a clever monkey rmght reproduce 
the appearance of a natural object m pamt or clay But 
a clever monkey would never be able to express an idea 
for which there is no natural or mevitable prototype We 
have very httle direct knowledge of the Etruscans We 
do not know for certam where they came from, or with 
what races they mixed , we cannot mterpret their inscrip- 
tions, and their hterature, hke their wooden architecture, 
has almost totally disappeared But we know from the 
r emn ants of their art which we do still possess that they 
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were a race of almost temfymg vitality — ^what is more 
terrifying m European art than the Chimaera from Arezzo 
in the Museum at Florence ^ We also recognize m this 
same art the presence of supernatural or superreal quahties 
which express a mystical rather than a rationalistic attitude 
towards life These quahties, strong and uneqmvocal m 
the seventh and sixth centuries b g , gradually weaken and 
disappear as the race loses its social and economic cohesion 
and mtegrity — ^they merge mto the cosmopolitan idealism 
of the Graeco-Rom an world Into that melting-pot, and 
its modem equivalents, most of the mtegnty and clanty 
of human art has disappeared 


49 Walter de la Mare 

Walter de la Mare survives from a pre-war world — 
his most famous and most characteristic volumes were 
published m 1912 {T 7 ie Listeners^ and 1913 {Peacock Pte) 
Who else has survived* from this period from the genera- 
tion that was formed in the ^nineties or earher, and came 
to maturity before 1914 ^ Abercrombie and Bmyon do 
not seem to me to enter mto the question , Edward Thomas 
and Rupert Brooke were in some sense formed by the 
war — ^their best poetry is of the war epoch , Yeats survives 
as a reconstituted post-war poet The early Yeats might 
yield some jfrmtflil comparisons , the author of A ChzLd^s 
Garden of Verses some immaterial ones but for the true 
measure of our poet we must go back to one who as at 
first sight and superficially so different — to Thomas Hardy 
De la Mare, like Hardy, belongs to and is the greatest 
hvmg representative of that specifiically English traditiorb 
which IS neither Celtic nor Symbolist, but something as 
autochthonous as the fools and faones of Shakespeare 
But already, perhaps, a distmction can be made — one 
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which brings De la Mare more mto Ime with Shakespeare 
than with Hardy Hardy, like Yeats — ^like so many of 
the best modejph poets — is a regionalist his work sprmgs 
from a specific soil But I dejfy anyone to deduce firom 
De la^Mare’s poetry that he was bom m Kent and spent 
his youth m London His world is quite literally a dream 
world it has no local habitation I cannot see that this 
IS necessarily a faihng I am all m favour, pohtically 
speaking, of devolution, regionalism and the parish-pump, 
but I think that it is highly civilized to think, and -write, 
umversally For this does not necessarily imply a lack of 
that most essential poetic quality, precision De la Mare 
has more precision, both of image and expression, than 
Yeats m this respect, if m no other, he is the peer of 
Hardy 

Technically speaking, indeed, he has dehcacies and 
nuancies beyond the reach of Hardy’s cnsp but coarse 
homespim Hardy never wrote anything so magical as 
the Epitaph ” (“ Here hes a most beautiful lady ”) 
nor was he capable of the authentic ballad thnll which we 
get m Hie Listeners Both poets mdulge m archaicisms 
which are odd and imgracious to the modem ear — oh’s 
and lo’s, unnecessary mversions and, worst of all, the word 
Italicized for an emphasis the rhythm should have con- 
veyed syntax is often outraged for the sake of a rhyme 
Both poets have preserved too many trivia , they make 
most effect m selected volumes, though more than one 
selection is possible — ^mdeed, both poets seem to mvite us 
to make our own selection For a generation so self- 
consciously technical as the one between the wars these 
have been portentously exaggerated ffaws They don’t 
seem to matter so ipuch now the patma of time has 
crept over them, leavmg the form homogeneous 

The comparison with Hardy will reveal a difference of 
more serious significance Both poets are what we call 
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objective they keep their eyes on the object Both poets 
are apt to moralize — ^Hardy habitually But how difTer- 
ently * yhe poems are often so parallel %n theme and 
composition that the experiment of confrontmg- them 
becomes exact — and exacting Let us take thh con- 
cluding verse of Hardy Darkling Thrush 

So httle cause for carolhngs 
Of such ecstatic sound 
Was written on terrestrial things 
Afar or mgh around. 

That I could think there trembled through 
His happy good-night air 
Some blessed Hope, whereof he knew 
And I was imaware 

In De la Mare^s poem, The Riddlers ”, a blackbird asks 
the mghtmgale why, when all other birds are at rest, he 
dehghts to make music for sorrow’s sake ”, and after 
givmg the mghtmgale’s reply, the poet muses thus 

Thus, then, these two small birds, perched there. 
Breathed a strange nddle both did share 
Vet neither could expound 
And we — ^who sing but as we can. 

In the small knowledge of a man — 

Have we an answer found ^ 

Nay, some are happy whose delight 
Is hid even in themselves from sight , 

And some win peace who spend 
The skill of words to sweeten despair 
Of finding consolation where 
Life has but one dark end , 

Who, m rapt sohtude, tell o’er 
A tale as lovely as forelore. 

Into the midnight air 

There is m both poems the same depreciation of human 
knowledge as against animal faith but whereas m De 
la Mare we have merely the statement of a paradox (con- 
solation m despair), m Hardy we have a suggestion of trans- 
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cendentalism, a distinctly metapiiysical concept of Hope 
emerging from the bleak wmtry landscape and the Jin-de^szhcle 
pessimism (the^poem was written m December, igpo) To 
those who tbrnk of De la Mare as a poet of childhood and 
fairylfed, of ghosts and goblins, this may seem to be pressing 
an unfair point , but actually the amount of would-be 
philosophical and meditative verse m the Collected Poems 
IS considerable it is summarized m a long concluding 
poem entitled ‘‘ Dreams whose concludmg stanzas give 
the substance of this insubstantial system of thought 

Starven with cares, like tares m wheat, 
Wildered with knowledge, chilled with doubt. 
The timeless self m vam must beat 
Against Its walls to hasten out 
Whither the hvmg waters fount , 

And — evil and good no more at strife — 

Seek love beneath the tree of life 

When then m memory I look back 
To childhood’s visioned hours I see 
What now my anxious soul doth lack 
Is energy m peace to be 
At one with nature’s mystery 
And Conscience less my mmd indicts 
For idle days than dreamless mghts 

The visionary innocence of childhood and the timeless 
reality of dreams — these are the two values which Mr De la 
Mare has aflSrmed, not only m his poems, but m his, more 
polenucal prose works They are the values affirmed by 
an earher English poet — ^Wilham Blake , but De la Mare 
is curiously unlike Blake, simply because he is not m any 
strict sense a mystic For the poet nearest m spirit as m 
form we must go farther back — ^to the seventeenth century 
and to Robert Hemck, a poet we often quote but do not 
sufficiently consider With some allowance for period 
changes, the furmtiire of these two mmds is almost identical 
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Now It happens that Hemck has left ns, in a short poem 
in his Hespendes^ a precise mventory of his subjects 

I sing of Brooks, of Blossomes, Birds, and Bozvers 
Of April, May, of June, and July-Sxywers 
I sing of Maypoles, Hock-carts, Wassails, Wakes, 

Of Bride-grooms, Brides, and of their Bndall-cakes 
I write of Youth, of Love, and have Acesse 
By these, to sing of cleanly Wantormesse , 

I sing of Dewes, of Raines, and piece by piece. 

Of Balme, of Oyle, of Spice, and Amhergreece 
I sing of 'Times trans-shtfimg , and I wnte 
How Roses first came ^d, and Lillies White 
I wnte of Groves, of Twilights, and I sing 
The Court of Mob, and of the Faene-Kmg 
I wnte of Hell , I sing (and ever shall) 

Of Heax)en, and hope to have it after all 

Walter de la Mare cquld not wnte a similar catalogue of 
his own themes without repeating all but two of these 
items The omissions would be significant There is no 
wantonness m De la Mare’s poetry, cleanly or otherwise 
his work is almost completely devoid of eroticism Even 
when he treats an erotic theme at second hand, as m his 
poems on Imogen and Opheha, the heart is stenLi2:ed, the 
image cold and glassy The other rmssmg theme is the last 
named by Hemck There is a Hell m De la Mare’s poetry, 
if only the hell of lost innocence, of rumed minds and 
haunted places that sense of terror-m-beauty so well 
expressed m The Children of Stare ” But though the 
poet can wnte of the awful breath of God ’% he has 
been too infected with Hardy’s pessimism to smg of Heaven, 
and to hope to have it after all In a poem on Thomas 
Hardy he writes 

O Master ”, I cned m my heart, lorn thy tidings, 
grievous thy song , 

Yet thme, too, this solacmg music, as we earthfolk 
stumble along ” 
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Earthfolk^ without any expectation of heaven — in expressing 
this state of unbehef De la Mare has been true to the mental 
climate of his ^wn a^e 

That age, we can claim without self-pity (especially on 
the tiireshold of another age) is not one in which poets 
have foimd much spiritual sustenance and if they have 
been called upon to supply that spirituality, it has not 
always been to the benefit of their poetry — ^Hardy is a 
sufficient illustration of that fact Ohver Elton once wrote 
of Herrick ‘‘ A stormy age is mcomplete without at least 
one artist who sits by himself and cares only for his craft 
It is a thought which m our time we may reserve for 
Walter de la Mare 


50 Jean Helion 

It is generally assumed that Cubism is dead , and if by 
Cubism we mean that phase of modem pamting which 
aimed at resolvmg the apparent surfaces of objects into a 
formal system of planes and angles, that is no doubt tme 
Art can never survive if it is liimted to a formula it must 
consistently develop and its contmuity is, at least by 
analogy, orgamc 

But Cubism did not end m a formula it grew mto the 
wider movement of non-representational art which includes 
Cubism but which has become somethmg profoxmder, 
something more fundamentally revolutionary Cubism 
was a beginning and not an end — a revelation of un- 
suspected potentiahties m an age of decadence and 
dismtegration 

In the later stages of that development Jean Hehon has 
played a significant part He is still a yoimg pamter, but 
from the beginmng of his career his work has shown an 
mtellectual coherence which makes him already seem one 
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of the most mature leaders of the modem movement m 
the direct Ime of descent from Cezanne, S*="nT'at3 Gns and. 
Leger 

His particular preoccupation has been to carry Cubism 
from the static condition which was the mevitable r^ult of 
its analytical approach to nature, forward to a dynamic 
condition, which condition still retains the essential features 
of the discoveries made by Picasso, Kandi n sky, Gns and 
Leger 

Whilst retaining, that is to say, the mtellectual clanty 
of abstract design, Hehon wishes to make that design once 
more an affair of movement, a dramatic action withm a 
three-dimensional world 

To do this he has mcreased the complexity of his com- 
positions, controll i ng more and more mdividual forms and 
specific colours withm a unity of design, but never losing 
the clanty due to an mtellectual control of that design 

The mcrease of mdividual forms has imphed, pan passu, 
an mcrease m the organization of colour harmony , hard 
scientific research mto the possibihties of colour , reahzation 
of these researches in the potentialities of composition 

Complexity is gamed, but without any clogging of the 
vision For the forms, once realized m relation to the 
colours and the pitch of the colours, must then moz^e They 
move, as colours, by the balance and ordered recession of 
their pitch blue sinking, red rising, yellow spreading 
(process of halation) , subtleties of shift and emphasis 
beyond verbal description 

With these elements, mass can be made to move, as it 
moves m baroque architecture As baroque is to classical 
architecture (dynamic to static), so is Hehon to the classical 
cubism of Juan Gns It is significant that Hehon is 
fascinated, among paSiters of the past, by Poussm 

Where will this development lead to^ (We must ask 
such a question because Hehon is a pamter m transition — 

245 



A Goat of Many Colours 

his solution not found, his style not established ) H 61 ion 
himself does not know, but he is not afraid of the future — 
he would, m fa^.t, welcome a way back to social integration, 
to a functional art of some kind But such a development 
will never come about by a concession on the painter’s part , 
It can only come through the inherent development of his 
strictly aesthetic ideals It is for society to catch up with the 
artist — ^not vice versa And such has always been the rule 

The great artists of the past never put a brake on their 
development so that “ the people ” could catch up Art is 
conditioned by the highest intellectual understanding of a 
penod , or is inferior and decadent Even when art was 
most socialized and ‘‘ integrated ”, the actual business of 
patronage was still m the hands of an exclusive chque of 
connoisseurs — the higher ranks of the priesthood in the 
Middle Ages, for example The people accepted the art 
that was imposed on them , we have absolutely no evidence 
that they understood it or appreciated it — especially no 
evidence that they appreciated it for the aesthetic values 
which constitute its title to be called art Art is socially 
functional, but it has always functioned through the intel- 
lectual ehte of any penod Any other view would compel 
us to reverse our values, and to exalt peasant art above the 
art of the ehte Admittedly the ehte themselves are a 
function of the sociological process of history And admit- 
tedly the proletariat of to-day is the ehte of to-morrow 
These general reflections are not remote from the art of 
Hehon, for we, the critics and apologists of the modem 
movement, are mcreasmgly impelled to justify the social 
relevance of such art Society to-day is disunited , there 
is no accepted mythology on which the artist can rely for 
a medium of commumcation The ehte, m this decaying 
stage of capitalism, feels insecure, is without mtellectual 
confidence, and therefore aimlessly dilettante We hve, it 
is only too obvious, m an age of transition 
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What can the artist do m such, an age — ^an age of transi- 
tion which IS going to outlast his own lifetime ^ If he 
refuses to^be a mere time-server^ he can only \^thdraw upon 
himself^ creatmg his own world, his own pubhc — a, happy 
few who will appreciate the aesthetic values which he em- 
bodies m his abstractions and fantasies That dilemma, 
for an artist hke Hehon, is inevitable In the present 
spiritual and economic condition of Europe, there should 
be no question of the choice to be made 

The values of this age, m so far as they are social values, 
are not spiritual values They are values of wealth, 
comfort, amusement, excitement, sexual stimulation, and 
what might be genencally called dope — inodes of escape 
from the horror of a matenahstic world There are no 
other values which can m any sense of the words be called 
both social and spiritual There is no spiritual mtegnty 
m our life, and no artist of any worth will put his skill and 
sensibihty at the service of any less worthy cause An 
artist will serve either the hght withm him, or the hght of 
humamty embodied m a superhuman conception of reahty 
But there is no superhuman conception of reahty which is 
vahd m the modem world, and therefore an airtist like 
Hehon must remam true to the only reabty of which he has 
knowledge — the subjective reahty of his own vision With 
this vision he mterprets the world and his art remains 
relatively lirmted and mdividual But so long as the artist 
is honest, his vision will have more than a personal value 
For we all, m our baffled way, are compelled to construct 
a personal vision, but few of us can find a mode of realizing 
our mtimations in an objective fashion We rely, therefore, 
on those rare individuals whose sensibihty is geared to 
materials — ^to colours, metals, stones, sounds and words — 
and who can by virtue of that faculty convert their visions 
into works of art objects m which we may see the form, 
if not the substance, of reahty 
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5 1 Kierkegaard 

Kierkegaarb^ like Marx, is a product by reaction of 
Hegel Hegel had at least this virtue he left behind him 
a progeny, not of slavish disciples, but of active mteUigences, 
and among these Kierkegaard and Marx represent the 
widest possible extremes of thought For whilst Marx 
turned the Hegehan dialectic outwards, makmg it an 
instrument with which he could mterpret the facts of 
history and so arrive at an objective science which insists 
on the translation of theory mto action, Kierkegaard, on the 
other hand, turned the same instrument inwards, for the 
examination of his own soul or psychology, amvmg at a 
subjective philosophy which mvolved him m the deepest 
pessimism and despair of action To what extent either 
Kierkegaard or Marx rightly mterpreted Hegel is only an 
academic question , but for the extremist — and every 
philosopher or lover of the truth is an extremist — ^they 
represent the only possible alternatives to-day The 
significance of Marx is evident enough, and becomes more 
evident with the progress of economic affairs , the signi- 
ficance of Kdekegaard is recognized abroad, by Protestant 
theologians like Barth, and, at first sight more surpnsmgly, 
by Gathohc theologians His chief advocate and best 
translator m Germany, Theodor Haecker, is a Gathohc , 
and most of the people m this coimtry who take any serious 
mterest in him are Gathohcs But Kaerkegaard hunself was 
never a Gathohc , he was a son of Lutheran parents and 
mtended for the Lutheran mimstry, but he spent his intense 
life, not m hovermg between one sect and another, but m a 
vain struggle to reconcile himself to Ghnstiamty itself It 
IS because m this struggle he revealed the inner meaning 
and consequences of the Ghnstian faith more clearly and 
more acutely than any mystic since Pascal that he exercises 
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such an atti action for Chiistians to-day It is open to 
them, of course, to say that ELierkegaard was never vouch- 
safed the ^{inal grace which would have perfected his faith , 
but the fact remains that only a very few mystics like 
Meister Eckhart and Pascal have written so illuminatingly 
on the Christian Mysteries 

It would be a mistake, however, to give the impression 
that Kierkegaard is only concerned with Ghnstiamty , his 
range is much wider He was, in fact, an mdividual in 
conflict with all the tendencies — ^philosophical, politxcal and 
cultural — of his time He refused, that is to say, to keep 
his religion in a separate compartment of his mind, but the 
more he realized the implications of that religion, the more 
he foimd it impossible to reconcile himself with the 
tendencies of his time — which are still the tendencies of 
our time He was, m short, the complete peisonalist, in 
the sense m which Berdyaev to-day uses the term Truth, 
he would say, is in the person believing and not in the 
proposition believed This principle of the subjectivity of 
truth he carried mto every spheie of knowledge — mto ethics 
and aesthetics, for example It is m the latter sphere that I 
personally find him so lUuminatmg, his doctrme of 
Innerlwhkett being of the essence of any real imderstandmg 
of poetic creation 

I have called Kierkegaard a mystic, but that is one of 
the pomts m dispute In so far as the word imphes a 
being of a rare and superior kind, Kierkegaard would have 
rejected it But there is no doubt that some of his 
experiences, as recorded m his Journals and other writings, 
imply a direct or inspired relationship with God which 
we should normally describe as mystical But Kierkegaard 
was also a dialectician, tramed in the logic of Hegel , with 
the result that he is m no sense naive or simple He is, 
mdeed, one of the subtlest thinkers that ever hved, and 
though many of his readers go to h im for a confirmation 
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or elaboration of their Christian faith^ he is quite capable of 
attracting others by the quahty rather than the content of 
his thought 

ICigrkegaard was the son of a well-to-do Danish merchant^ 
and during his life was never under the necessity of earning 
a hving His father was excessively severe and gloomy, a 
fanatic labouring under a sense of guilt and remorse 
Kierkegaard many times deplores his early upbrmgmg, and 
utters warnings which still have their force — ^for example 

If the child is not allowed^ as he should be, to play 
innocently with holy thmgs, if his existence is sternly 
forced mto the decisive Christian concepts, such a child 
will have to suffer much Such an upbrmgmg will 
either, by inhibiting immediacy, result in despondency 
and angxoshed dread, or else mcite the lusts of pleasure 
and the anguish of lust m a measure which even paganism 
did not know 

This describes Kierkegaard’s own case His first 
reaction was towards the lusts of pleasure, but then, after 
one of the mystical experiences referred to, he returned to a 
condition of dread and anguish, out of which he slowly 
built up his spiritual faith He elaborated his famous 
dile mm a, his either — or ” — either the aesthetic life or the 
ethical He came to the conclusion that the aesthetic life — 
“ hvmg m the moment ”, as he called it — always entailed 
despair He insisted that the choice is not to be avoided — 
that if we do not make it, as an act of fieedom, the choice 
will be made for us, by obscure movements in our un- 
conscious or impersonal self On the inevitability of that 
dilemma the whole of Kierkegaard’s philosophy depends 
Personally I do not believe that the choice is jSree In 
Eherkegaard’s own case it was so obviously conditioned by 
the circumstances of his childhood, by his physical disease 
and his depressive melancholia His philosophy, beautiful 
m Its mtncacy and depth, sensitive to all the poetic and 
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tragic aspects of life, is but a sublimation of this inherent 
suffermg But Kierkegaard was driven too far by his 
masochism The story of his treatment of Icegina Olsen — 
the young girl to whom he made love and to whom he 
became engaged, only to break ofF the engagement from 

ethical scruples — merely reveals to what fantastic 
heights (admittedly heights) the aberrations of the human 
spirit can reach That in the end they lead to ‘‘ the 
rehgious absolute ’’ can scarcely justify the wanton sacrifice 
of another person’s feehngs Kierkegaard’s own comment 
(one of many ’) was Either you throw yourself mto 
wild diversions or religiousness absolute, of a different sort 
from that of the parsons ” The qualification is significant 
Kierkegaard’s mtense subjectivity, the very smcenty of his 
rehgious experiences, led him m the end mto a bitter 
conflict with the orgamzed Church He had escaped one 
dilemma only to discover another either Christ or the 
Church 

Eaerkegaard is a new world of thought, a rare mental 
atmosphere m which we live dangerously, as many people 
have already discovered at the cost of their complacency 
No book of his illustrates this truth better than Stages on 
Life's Way^ a ‘‘ passion narrative ” m the form of a long 
diary which is an intimate relation, stage by stage, of 
Kierkegaard’s own love story This diary is preceded by 
“ In Vmo Veritas ”, an account of a banquet in the manner 
of Plato’s Symposium and not unworthy of comparison with 
that supreme masterpiece and by Various Observations 
about Marriage ”, a document m which a certam Judge 
Williams answers the objections which had been voiced 
at the Banquet The Banquet is m effect a plea for keepmg 
the sexual relationship on a superficial or sensuous level 
woman is represented as the most seductive power m heaven 
and on earth, but man must not be caught by the bait 

The highest thing a woman can do for a man is to come 
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withm his range of vision at the right instant — but that^ after 
all, she cannot do, it is the kindness of fate — but then comes 
the greatest fEmg she can do for a man, and thg^ is, to be 
unfaithful to him, the sooner the better ” That is to say, 
from this point of view it is only m a negative relationship 
that woman makes a man idealistically productive Judge 
WiUiams presents a very different point ojf view his 
“ Observations ’’ constitute, indeed, the most beautiful and 
profoircid defence of conjugal fehcity ever written — and as 
Coventry Patmore once pointed out, this theme is of all 
great themes the most difficult and the most neglected 
Marriage is the confirmation of love by resolution, rather. 
Its transformation Lovers gait is light as the feet which 
dance upon the meadow, but resolution holds the tired one 
till the dance begins again It is only against this profound 
appreciation of the validity of marriage that we can 
measure the tragic significance of Kierkegaard’s own 
renunciation For just as the ethical stage represented by 
the Judge is far beyond the erotic stage represented by the 
speakers at the Banquet, so beyond the ethical stage is the 
rehgious, towards which Kierkegaard was driven by a 
kind of demoniacal fury He was fond of comparing 
himself with Penander, of whom it was said that he talked 
like a wise man and acted like a maniac But it is perhaps 
more to the point to compare him with Abelard, whose 
case fascinated him, but about whom he never ventured 
to write at length Kierkegaard was an Abelard — ^that is 
to say, a man dedicated to God — ^who resisted the tempta- 
tion of his Heloise The accident that he was not a priest 
only made it more difficult to justify his action m breaking 
off his engagement, especially as his Regina was a com- 
paratively simple girl without that sense of rehgious 
imm ediacy which alone would explam such inhuman 
conduct There can be no doubt of the reality of Kierke- 
gaard’s love for Regma — the Diary ” is the revelation 
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of a torttired and divided mmdj and in the subtlety of its 
introspection and analysis it reminds us of Proust Granted 
the booh* is too long and too boring, written with that 
dialectical prolixity for which Hegel must be held 
responsible nevertheless, it is of absorbing interest, not 
only for its diagnosis of the sexual relationship — ^its main 
theme — ^but also for its abundant asides, for the observa- 
tions on nature and metaphysics, on poetry and music, on 
human suffering and human joy, which are to be found on 
almost every page To begm readmg ELierkegaard is to 
embark on a long journey, a journey which will be difficult 
and dangerous, but with such a reward at the end that all 
the incidental pam will be immediately forgotten 

The Unscient^ Postscript is but one more voluminous 
commentary on the mam theme of all Kierkegaard’s work, 
the dilemma which he represented by the phrase either- 
or ” either aesthetic immediacy, which includes not only 
the eudaemonistic search for pleasure, but also despair (the 
sickness unto death ”) and religious or metaphysical 
self-explanation , or the ethical along with the religion of 
immanence and immediacy and (as its culmination) 
Ghristiamty apprehended as a paradox In the Postscript 
Kierkegaard is chiefly concerned to define the nature of the 
rehgious alternative to make it clear to his readers that it 
IS not a choice between the aesthetic life and any sort of 
religion, but between true rehgion and every other possible 
alternative And true rehgion is distmguished by its 
immediacy, without which it cannot hve Immediacy is 
opposed to reflection it is direct apprehension, either by 
the senses or by intuition, and it is the only means by which 
we can apprehend being ” “ Subjectivity is the truth 

and it is upon this basis that Ghristiamty must be mterpreted 
and beheved 

The Unscientific Postscript is an obscure and ungainly book, 
yet it has had an mcalculable influence upon the develop- 
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ment of modem theology, and a so-called “ existential 
philosophy^’ in Germany is largely based on it When 
the late Professor Geismar of Copenhagen first read it, his 
mental excitement was so great that his physician had to 
forbid him reading anything of Kierkegaard’s for a year 
Dr Lowne, m his Introduction to the English edition, claims 
that no great work on philosophy or theology, if we except 
the Dialogues of Plato, has been written with so much wit, 
with so much art The wit we must grant the art we 
must question, and Kierkegaard himself seems to have 
disclaimed it The subjective thinker, he says, has a 
style of his own , it is existential, which seems to mean 
that it has no form ‘‘ The subjective thinker does not have 
the poetic leisure to create m the medium of the imagination, 
nor does he have time for aesthetically disinterested elabora- 
tion ” This IS rather like makmg a virtue out of necessity, 
but It does state a fact which the reader must be prepared 
for the nature and form of Kierkegaard’s thought and 
style are not comparable to ordmary scientific exposition or 
aesthetic creation You read Kierkegaard as you would 
swim with a tide you immeise yourself totally m what 
IS the most extraordmary flood of subjectivity ever poured 
from a philosophical mind 

Krerkegaard b^an his Journals in 1834, when he was 
twenty-one Though nothing is truer than his statement 
that everyone is essentially what they are to be when they 
are ten yeai^ old ”, it is nevertheless surpnsmg to find with 
what sureness he has already discovered himself, decided 
on the nature of his personality and the course of his destmy 
What IS truth, he asks, but to live for an idea In order to 
lead a complete human life and not merely one of the 
imderstanding ” he sees the necessity of basmg the develop- 
ment of his thought upon “ something which gro%vs 
together with the deepest roots of my life, through which I 
am, so to speak, grafted upon the divme ” 
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It IS With joy, and inwardly strengthened, that I 
contemplate those great men who have thus found the 
precious stone, for the sake of which thev sell all, even 
their li^es, whether I see them mtervenc lorcefiiUy m 
life, and without faltering go forward on the nath 
marked out for them, or discover them remote from the 
highway, absorbed in themselves and m working for 
their noble aim And I look with reverence even upon 
the errors which lie so near by It is this divme side of 
man, his mward action which means everything, not 
a mass of information , for that will certainly follow and 
then all that knowledge will not be a chance assemblage, 
or a succession of details, without system and without a 
focusmg pomt I too have certainly looked for such a 
centre 

It IS only by realizing that Kierkegaard had set out with 
this determination to find a centre, to know himself before 
anythmg else, and thus to see his way through life, that we 
can understand the two decisive moments m his career — 
his refusal of marriage and his break with the official 
Church As soon as he had become engaged to Regma 
Olsen, ELierkegaard realized that he had made a mistake 
He thought of many ways out of his predicament, even 
suicide, but finally decided on self-abasement He behaved 
as if he were “ subtle, false and treacherous with the 
object of killmg her love for him His action caused anger, 
resentment, bewilderment, and was never properly under- 
stood until the pubhcation of his Journals , but even with 
the help of his confession, it needs a certam effort of sym- 
pathy and perhaps a spiritual affimty to appreciate his 
motives It was a time of terrible suffermg to have to 
be so cruel and at the same time to love as I did She 
fought like a tigress If I had not believed that God had 
lodged a veto she would have been victorious God had 
lodged a veto — such love of God as Kierkegaard had con- 
ceived could not co-exist with the love of a human being 
It compelled him to an asceticism as rigorous as that of the 
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saints 5 and indeed, from this moment Kierkegaard^s life 
was in every sense that of a saint He is perhaps the most 
real saint of i^iodem times 

This same mtensity and integrity of spiritual experience 
inevitably brought him mto conflict with the organized 
Church, or Christendom His attack only became open 
and embittered towards the end of his life, and there is 
some truth m the suggestion that it had its origins as a 
psychological release from parental repression — ^from the 
oppressive fanaticism of a father overwhelmed by a sense of 
guilt But the criticism of Christiamty runs throughout the 
Journals^ and is not confined to the Church , we find him, 
for example, as early as 1835, contrastmg the luxuriance 
of the Christian imagmation when it deals with eternal 
suffering and torment with its poverty when it deals with the 
happmess of the chosen and the faithful The Protestant 
Church of his own country receives the most frequent and 
the most fatal blows , but Catholicism is not spared At 
the same time, Kierkegaard*s arguments can have httle 
appeal to the sceptic or agnostic Kierkegaard’s true 
inwardness ” is a passion that pierces through all collective 
forms of rehgion to the contemplation of God face to 
face ” 

It would be a mistake to give the impression, how- 
ever, that the Journals are exclusively concerned with 
Kierkegaard’s rehgious development Kierkegaard was 
essentially a poet — a child of the Romantic Movement — 
and he analyses every aspect of life with profundity, with 
irony and often with lyrical feelmg His Journals have been 
compared with the Confessions of St Augustme, the Pensees 
of Pascal and the Apologia of Newman , they have some- 
thing of the quahty of all these great books, and still some- 
thing more — somethmg nearer to Nietzsche than to any- 
thmg these other names convey, though Pascal is very near 
But of the three spheies mto which ELierkegaard divided 
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existence — the aesthetic, the ethical, and the rehgious — it is 
only Nietzsche who rivals him m his understanding of the 
significance of the aesthetic 

In his study of this Danish philosopher, Theodor Haecker 
emphasizes the fact that Kierkegaard’s work is so complex 
that it IS possible for three classes of reader to occupy them- 
selves with it mdependentiy of each other the theologian, 
the philosopher and the critic It is possible, however, 
that Kierkegaard himself would not have approved of such, 
a separation His criticism of Hegel is fundamental, but 
nothmg m Hegel seemed to h im so rmsleadmg as that 
evolutionary or historical distinction between the aesthetic, 
the rehgious and the rational faculties For Kierkegaard 
the whole man mcluded all three faculties m their full force, 
and the very object of philosophy was to reconcile them, 
to umtc them m one synthesis Kierkegaard’s work is 
perhaps best regarded as a protest against the cul-de-sac 
of objective knowledge Professor Swenson, to whom we 
owe a translation of the Philosophical Fragments^ says 

In his case the entire energy of a great genius of 
reflection was expended upon the clarification of the 
realm of the subjective, which is the realm of spirit 
There exists at present a school of thinkers whose funda- 
mental prmciple it is to make a sharp cleavage between 
what they call “ logical ” and emotive ” significance, 
denying to the latter all verifiability, and hence all real 
truth or error The Kierkegaardian hterature is 

not so much an argument against this view, which 
erects into a philosophical principle the vulgar prejudice 
which identifies the emotional with the structureless and 
the arbitrary, as it is a demonstration of its falsity through 
the actual production of a reflectively critical system of 
evaluations 

The dialectics of subjectivity might do as a phrase to 
describe Kierkegaard’s philosophy, but always on the 
xmderstandmg that with such a philosophy he was neces- 
sarily, as Haecker brings out so clearly, a realist and not 
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an idealist He made a break with European philosophy 
because he wished to go from the person over the things 
to the person, and not from the things over the person 
to th^ things ’’ It was his reflection on the bemg and 
essence of the person that brought him to that demonstra- 
tion of the existence of Ood with which the Fragments are 
concerned It is not possible to explain shortly the 
particular evidence or experience which Kierkegaard 
called the Moment or the Absolute Paradox, nor the 
dialectical method which forced on hi m the recogmtion 
and acceptance of God It is sufficient to note that 
Christians of widely different views are united m their 
praise of the beauty and acceptability of this demonstration 
Kierkegaard, more deeply than any other modem philo- 
sopher, had pierced to the heart of the Christian mystery 
But then^ If we are to accept Kierkegaard’s own last 
works as his final message, it involved an utter condemna- 
tion of organized Christiamty Officialdom is mcom- 
mensurable with Ghnstiamty ” — ^that was his final message, 
and It IS only possible to pretend otherwise by assuming that 
Kierkegaard’s last works represent an almost pathological 
dechne m his powers Professor Haecker, who is a 
Gathohc, makes that assumption , Professor Swenson, who 
might be a Umtanan from the way he quotes Emerson, 
vigorously protests against it But Kierkegaard remains, 
profound, emgmatic, endlessly significant He himself 
wrote his own epitaph 

^^The cause he served was Ghristiamry, and his life 
was from childhood wonderfully adapted to this end He 
succeeded m reahzmg the reflective task of translating 
Ghnstiamty whole and entire mto terms of reflection 
The punty of his heart was to have had but a smgle 
aim ” 
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52 Indian Art 

Art is a language, and tbough. we may at first need the 
symbols of our written language to initiate us into its 
secrets, essentially it is a language with, its own symbols, 
and It cannot be propeily understood unless we learn to 
read these symbols directly, with our eyes 

No one who has studied medieval Christian imagery is 
likely to underestimate its complexity or its spiritual 
significance But Indian art mvolves us in a world of 
thought which is at once more subtle and more consistent 
The general student of art may quail a little at the first 
impact of somethmg so vast and so strange He has 
absorbed the art of the Far East, but that had a superficial 
charm which could be assimilated even if its deeper 
sigmficance was ignored But the art of India admits no 
such compromise It is firmly based m life — ^in a very 
sensuous fullness of life , but it transcends life It is never, 
m our sense of the word, merely naturalistic The curve 
of a dancer’s body, however appealmg m its naturalness 
and sensual grace, proves to be a pre-ordamed posture, of 
spiritual significance The art we call humanistic, 
restricted to the expression of mdividualistic feelings and 
concepts, must seem almost meaningless to the Indian 
artist For him, what is human is fragmentary, and the 
perceptions of our senses only touch the surface of reality 
Those senses, ^nd all they can express m plastic form and 
bodily movement, are but the instruments by means of 
which we can piece together our fragmentary perceptions 
and so construct a picture of that fuller reality which 
underlies them But the greatness and the umqueness of 
Indian art hes precisely m the fact that, however purposive 
and transcendental it may become, it still strives to retam 
Its aesthetic virtue, which is sensuous and personal The 
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symbol is everywhere, exuberant and sometimes exasperat- 
ing, but never intellectual and dead 

When art becomes consciously symbohcal, as ^t did m 
Christian art, and m Indian art, it begins to decay The 
trouble about the mtelligence is that it is overweemng ” , 
it considers itself self-sufficient, and assumes that its own 
instruments or reasoning are eflfective in commumcation 
But m fact they are not so effective as the instruments of 
sensation It is all very well to dismiss sensation as an 
animal property ’’ and to exalt knowledge as “ distmctly 
human and therefore to conclude that art, as a depart- 
ment of the ‘ higher things of life must have much more 
to do with knowledge than with feelmg ” ^ But man is 
also an animal, and ‘‘ the higher things of life ” have not 
suddenly mtruded mto the process of evolution, but have 
come as a progressive refinement of sensation and feelmg 
And these faculties still remam the test of reality, in art 
as m human relations 

To accept the view that the purpose of art is “ primarily 
to commumcate a gnosis ” is to acqiuesce m a petrification 
of life — ^the supersession of human relations by abstract 
doctrmes It may be arguable whether human relations 
need such a stiffenmg, but there is no doubt that art dies 
if confined to mtellectual purposes The purpose of art 
IS to communicate, we agree, but not primarily to com- 
mumcate a gnosis, or any other conceptual entity The 
purpose of art is to communicate let us leave it at 

that The art is m the power to commtmicate, and this 
power depends without any doubt on the vitality of the 
senses which are used by the artist in the process of giving 
form to anything — ^be it a religious symbol or a chair to sit 
on, a poem or an aeroplane 

^ These expressions come from an essay by Dr Ananda 
Goomaraswamy Why Exhibit Works of Art ^ ” 
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53 "The Architecfs Place in a Modern 
Society 

The architect has always had a specific place and purpose 
m society — he has always been the person who has tried 
to bring order into the otherwise unco-ordinated building 
activities of the human race What I think we have to 
ask to-day is whether the particular circumstances of our 
period have imposed a special duty on the architect 
Behmd us is more than a century of architectural chaos 
It IS partly a chaos that just happened — the debns of the 
mdustnal revolution But it is also to a great extent a 
chaos made by architects — ^made by architects without any 
creative instinct who in their impotency could only turn to 
the past and mutate any style that pleased their momentary 
fancy The past is not to be despised, and a great new 
style has sometimes been formed by an intelligent study 
and adaptation of a former tradition But that was only 
possible so long as the needs of society remamed more or 
less constant The fifteenth century a d could imitate 
the fifth century b c because the mtervenmg two thousand 
years had not changed the economic basis of society m 
any fundamental sense Men were still hving m small 
cities and dependent on handicraft But the mventions of 
the last two centuries have completely changed the mode 
of human existence About the only feature that has 
survived is the family, and round this unit the architect 
can still build a house that need not fundamentally differ 
from the house of a Greek family, provided that house is 
in a small town or the country But everythmg else has 
changed Power and transport have revolutionized m- 
dustry , new and more efficient materials have been 
invented, and new methods of building free the architect 
from old restrictions The architect of to-day is therefore 
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faced witli a totally new problem He has new materials 
and new power^ and with these he has .to create a new 
style, not merely as an aesthetic fancy, but as a ^practical 
necessity I do not, of course, imply that the aesthetic 
element is unnecessary, or can be postponed On the 
contrary, a style is not a style until it has its beauty But 
the beauty is born of the necessity , it is not an arbitrary 
choice , It IS rather the exact solution of a problem When 
the problem is solved, then the architect may begin to 
express his free-will or his personality A work of art, like 
an mdividual, is a variation of a natural order it is never 
a creation m the void The architect’s place and purpose 
m modem society is nothmg less than the discovery of 
fundamental laws upon which a later generation can safely 
base its diversions 


54 D H Lawrence 

A LITERARY Career ■whose productive period hes be'tween 
the ■years 1912 and 1930 belongs to a clearly defined 
generation — specifically known as the war generation ” 
Though, as many of his letters show, Lawrence felt the war 
far more acutely than most of the people who actually took 
part m it, he yet remamed curiously unlike those who had 
fought — u nlik e Wilfred Owen, for example, and unlike 
his Arabian ” namesake For the mam effect of war 
was to drive the poet to silence, or to a dry lacpnic utterance 
Whereas volubihty ” would not be too strong a word to 
describe Lawrence’s flow of expression — a button-holmg, 
naggmg prolixity of style which is his most serious fault 
So much admitted, we can praise Lawrence with a 
better conscience For now we can see that of all 
generation Lawrence had the greatest gemus and the most 
prophetic knowledge I beheve tbat because of these 
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qiiahties he has had the greatest influence on the younger 
generation — an influence which by now has passed far 
beyond the intellectual circled of London, Cambridge and 
Oxford and is actually a ferment withm the national 
consciousness, and beyond these shores, m America, 
France and Germany Though Lawrence was not the 
kmd of man who is aware either of his masters or his 
disciples, we can mterpret him as the poet-philosopher of 
a movement which mcKides, as mtellectual counterparts, 
William Ja m es, Bergson and Freud It is essentially a 
movement of liberation — ^hberation firom dogma, firom 
static conceptions of life, horn imwholesome repressions of 
mstmet On its positive side, it is not a doctrme which 
Lawrence preached with any particular regard for con- 
sistency or completeness Perhaps he should not have 
preached a doctrme at all, for what it all amounts to, in 
his case, is magnificent self-justification the self-justifica- 
tion of a poet who knows that poetry is only possible under 
certain conditions, conditions of the personahty and of 
society, conditions which the whole course of modem 
civilization has tended to deny 

“ The imagination Lawrence once wrote, “ is that 
form of complete consciousness m which predominates the 
mtuitive awareness of forms, images, pJ^sical awareness ’’ 
He was generalizing from his own experience , irghtly 
generalizing, in my opimon But it was his poetic experi- 
ence, and the whole question is how, and in what degree, we 
can pass horn poetic experience to what we may call a 
philosophy ot life “ Whatever makes life vivid and 
dehghtflil is the heavenly bread And the earthly bread 
must come as a by-product of the heavenly bread The 
vast mass will never understand this Yet it is the essential 
truth of Ghristiamty, and of life itself The few will under- 
stand, let them take the responsibihty The few who 
understand are the poets They alone have the physical 
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awareness, the tenderness of nerve, the discriminating 
sensibihty Lawrence had this awareness, in every fibre, 
and that is the secret of his greatness But it is the ifreatness 
of a poet, and the poet only states , the rest is deduction, 
philosophizing, a clouding of the pure vision Not that 
the awareness is confined to objective thmgs , it is equally 
an awareness of subjective feelmgs, atmospheres Nothing 
IS more startlmg than the dead accuracy of Lawrence’s 
awareness of what was going to happen m Germany, in 
Europe, years after his death 

One aspect of Lawrence tends to be forgotten the 
technique of his poetry, which is mtegral with its quahty 
In the preface to an American edition of J^ew Poems ( 1 920) 
he wrote One realm we have never conquered the 
pure present One great mystery of time is terra tncogmta 
to us the instant The most superb mystery we have 
hardly recognized the immediate, instant self The quick 
of all tune is the instant The quick of all the universe, of 
all creation, is the mcarnate, carnal self Poetry gave us 
the clue free verse ” Lawrence wrote much else, in 
that essay and elsewhere, m defence of free verse It is 
inseparable, not only from his attitude to art, but inseparable 
from his whole philosophy There seems now to be a 
tendency to return to deliberation, atti^'udimzing, the whole 
bagful of metrical monkey-tricks Those who partake 
m this reaction should realize that they have separated 
themselves entirely from what is essential m Lawrence 


55 Modern Chinese Painting 

A TRADITION may be good or bad and is not to be valued 
merely for its age , but a tradition that has survived the 
vicissitudes of thirteen centuries is likely to possess some 
prmciple of vitality unknown to the short-term policies of 
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Etiropean art No one is Lkely to claim tliat the con- 
temporary school m China can produce paintings to com- 
pare with the great masterpiece of the T^ang and Sung 
epochs , but contemporary pamters like Liu Hai-su and 
Wang Ghi-Ghih are literally bom to the manner, arid with- 
out any conscious affectation or sophistication (such as 
would distinguish a modem English pamter who painted 
in the manner of Giotto) pamt freshly and vividly in a 
tradition whose canons were fixed long before Oiotto^s time 

That tradition is partly technical, partly philosophical 
But the philosophical aspect is the pnmaiy one, the technical 
one being fixed because it is best adapted to express the 
philosophical aim Of the historical development of 
Chmese pamting it is perhaps sufficient to say that in spite 
of the great division m Chinese thought between Con- 
fucianism and Taoism, Chinese pamting was able to 
mamtam its unity This was due to a certam measure of 
pantheism common to both philosophies, but more partic- 
ularly to the early recogmtion that what mattered m art 
was not the philosophy so much as the mdividual mter- 
pretation of it Chinese art is uncompromismgly personal, 
individualist , and its great tradition, and the secret of 
its long survival, is due to this fact The traditions that 
die arc the impersonal abstractions that have no roots in 
the self, and m the eternal need of the self to be objectified 
Chmese pamtmg is a technique for self-expression , by 
keeping to this standard of self-expression, it bases itself 
on the eternal verities of the human mmd and sensibility, 
which through all the stress of religions and philosophies, 
remain in direct commumcation with the physical 
phenomena of the world 

But to the Chinese those phenomena are not disconnected 
and discordant events , they are part of a universal 
harmony , and the peculiarity of the artist, distinguishing 
him from other men, is due to his perception of that 
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ixniversal harmony A modem Chinese scholar has 
observed 

Without distinction of schools, Ghmese pamting is 
concerned with that rhythmic harmony without which 
life would not be life It is with this m view that Hsieh 
Ho (second half of the fifth century, a D ) m his ‘‘ Six 
Component Parts of Paintmg ’’ names Ch% yung^ Shen 
tung (literally the combmation rhythmic harmony- 
life’s motion ”) the primary condition to be observed 
Chmese critics, m spite of differences of opmion and 
divisions mto schools, umte m the belief that the pamter 
must before all else concern himself with this combmation 
of rhythmic harmony and vitality 

There is the implication that the painter, m order to 
express this quahty of universal harmony, must m himself 
acquire a special state of grace, a nobility of spirit or depth 
of feelmg But one of the great artists of the Ming epoch, 
Tung Ch’i-ch’ang, said with perhaps obvious tmth that 
no one was likely to gam such a state of grace, even if he 
read ten thousand books and ranged over ten thousand 
leagues , the artist is bom, not made 

This sense of the harmony of the umverse, which is the 
special possession of the artist, is best expressed, according 
to Chmese aesthetics, with the most limited means The 
Chinese artist does not ask for a variety of colours and 
textures , he is content with ink, one colour, m all its 
infinite tones, and a brush, that most sensitive instrument 
for registering the sensibihty of the mdividual touch 
With that same instrument the Chmese have for centuries 
written their comphcated characters, and to handle a 
brush IS for them as natural as wT:itmg with a pen is with us 
Ghmese pamting is hterally an extension of their hand- 
writing , written characters are an mtegral part of the 
composition To the Ghmese connoisseur, there is no 
division between the written and the “ pamted ” parts 
of a picture , all are equally an expression of the pamter , 
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and the painter is a sensitive recorder of the rhythmic 
harmony of the nmverse 

It foUbws that the subject of a Chinese^ painting is of 
httle importance , it is merely a pomt of departure^ like a 
key m music , and one looks m a Ghmese pamt_ g for 
quahties analogous to those m music — ^varieties of stroke 
and touch correspond to beauty of tone and phrasing 
But thoij^h the subject is relatively important, Chinese 
pamters have mevitably tended to be above all landscape 
pamters, or pamters of natural objects like flowers and 
trees For m such objects the rhythm and harmony of 
life IS most freely embodied, is most accessible In things 
made by human hand, m the habits and habiliments of 
men, there is an arbitrary quality, determmed by function 
and mtellect, overriding the umversal rhyt hm and harmony 
Art must be as flree as Nature herself 

For these reasons we should approach Ghmese art with 
great humility, recognizmg that it is something less trivial 
than most of our Western preoccupations It is true that 
Western art m its great moments is at once transcendental 
and monumental , and Chinese art is never monumental 
But the monumental tends to be immovable and finally 
oppressive, and one of the secrets of Chinese art is that m 
spite of its umversahty it is always miniature , a key to 
the illimitable but never a Colossus 


56 Walter Bagehot 

Walter Bagehot is an eminent Victorian whose works, 
though they belong to a class which seldom survives its 
own age, show an obstmate vitahty This is partly due to 
his style, which has none of the deadly pompousness which 
aflheted so many of his contemporaries , and partly to his 
matter, which has retamed an mterest for a variety of 
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intelligent readers Bagehot was such a clear ancLprecise 
writer that there is no occasion for exegesis When it is 
necessary to d*^aw the threads together and sta|e the 
ultimate logic and meaning of Bagehot’s literary theory 
It scenes at first sight to be something rather thin and 
unexcitmg 

In surveymg as a whole Bagehot’s theoretical ideas on 
hterature and criticism, one is struck with their coherence 
One IS surprised that what are for the most part dis- 
jomted and occasional remarks, dropped m the course 
of a criticism, should, at least m broad outline, hang so 
well together The basis of this consistency, as of all 
other consistency m Bagehot, hes ultimately in the concept 
of the moderate and many-sided man The best 

literature should be broad in its contact with life, moral 
and serious m its thought and tone, noble and restramed 
m Its style, because the moderate and many-sided man, 
as a reader and critic, prefers such literature, and 
because, as an author he produces it ^ 

This IS an American critic’s just summary of Bagehot’s 
point of view m hterary criticism, but it is just precisely 
because it recognizes that this concept of the moderate and 
many-sided man hes at the centre of all Bagehot’s thought, 
that It represents a philosophy which Bagehot applied 
consistently to all aspects of hfe 

The present circumstances may be regarded as a sufficient 
excuse for turning to these wider aspects of Bagehot’s 
philosophy, for they have an application to the problems 
of international politics As a young man of twenty-six, 
Bagehot had visited Pans immediately after tjtie coup d'etat 
of 1851, and he wrote for the Inquirer a series of letters which 
i m mediately established his literary reputation These 
letters, though not entirely consistent, were m effect a 
defence of the dictatorship of Louis Napoleon and an 
attack on democracy But Bagehot, who was always to 

^ Walter Bagehot, by William Irvme London (Longmans), 

1939 


268 



Walter Bagehot 

maintain that pohtics is a piece of bnsmess for which no 
universal laws were possible^ was ready to admit that the 
fault lay not with democracy as such, but with its applica- 
tion to a particular people^ the French 

If you have to deal with a mobthy a clever, a versatile, 
an mtellectual, a dogmatic nation, mevitably, and by 
necessary consequence, you will have conflicting systems, 
every man speaking his own words, and always giving 
his own suffrage to what seems good in his own eyes — 
many holdmg to day what they will regret to-morrow — 
a crowd of crotchetty theories and a heavy percentage of 
philosophical nonsense — b. great opportumty for subtle 
stratagem and mtngumg selfishness — sl miserable division 
among the friends of tranquillity, and a great power 
thrown mto the hands of those who, though often with 
the very best intentions, are practically, and in matter 
of fact, opposed to society and civilization 

This is already sufficiently like the criticisms brought 
against democracy by apologists of the totahtanan state, 
but Bagehot goes on m almost their very words 

And, moreover, besides minor mconvemences and 
lesser hardships, you will mdisputably have periodically — 
say three or four times m fifty years — a great crisis , the 
public mmd much excited, the people m the streets 
swaying^ to and fro with the breath of every breeze, the 
discontented otcvners meetmg in a hundred knots, dis- 
cussmg their real sufferings and their nnagmed grievances, 
with lean features and angry gesticulations , the Parlia- 
ment, all the while in permanence, very ably and 
eloquently expounding the whole subject, one man 
proposmg ♦his scheme, and another that , the opposition 
expecting to oust the Ministers and ride m on the popular 
commotion , the Ministers fearing to take the odium 
of severe or adequate repressive measures, lest they 
should lose their salary, their places and their majority , 
finally, a great crash, a disgusted people, overwhelmed 
by revolutionary violence, or seeking a precarious, a 
pernicious, but after all a precious protection from the 
bayonets of mihtary despotism 
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Such a sentence is a very compendious summary of the 
vices inherent m democratic government , and many 
people smce Bc,gehot’s day hrv-e thought as he did, that a 
personal dictatorship, however unscrupulous, is much to 
be preferred He was not even then xmaware of the 
disadvantages of dictatorship, and by 1865, m an essay of 
“ G^ansm as it now exists ”, he had become sharply 
critical He had seen that the enforced calm of a despotism 
IS opportunist — that it makes no provision for the future, 
and that by stifhng discussion it inhibits progress Worse 
still. It mvolves the corruption of the present It imposes a 
greater burden on human nature than human nature will 
bear , an Empire, m such circumstances, becomes merely 
an efficient unmorahty 

Tummg to his own country, Bagehot saw that democracy 
did not entail the same disadvantages as m France, and m 
seeking for the reason he hit upon a paradox which he was 
to play with all his life I fear you will laugh ”, he writes 
m the third Letter, “ when I tell you what I conceive to be 
about the most essential mental quality for a free people, 
whose liberty is to be progressive, permanent, and on a 
large scale , it is much siupichty ” He then defines this 
quahty 

What we opprobriously call stupidity, though not an 
enlivening quality m common society, is Nature’s 
favourite resource for preserving steadmess of conduct 
and consistency of opinion It enforces concentration , 
people who learn slowly, learn only what they must 
The best security for people’s domg their duty is, that 
they should not know anything else to do , the best 
security for fixedness of opmion is, that people should 
be mcapable of comprehending what is to be said on the 
other side 

But It must not be supposed that this quahty was desirable 
m the people only , Bagehot would not have cleverness in 
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politics at any level His ideal statesman was Sir Robert 
Peel 

Thes^ youthful notions ojt Bagehot’s are^stiU present m 
his maturest pohtical writings, notably in Pf^stcs and 
Politics^ which he began to write in 1867 This is one of 
the pioneer works on a subject we now call sociology, and 
is described m the sub-tide as Thoughts on the Apphca- 
tion of the Principles of ' Natural Selection ^ and ‘ In- 
heritance ’ to Pohtical Society ’’ Though it is largely 
based on the ideas of Darwin and Sir Henry Maine, this 
book develops several of Bagchot^s original ideas, and is 
still worth reading, especially at the present moment He 
no longer uses the paradoxical term “ stupidity but that 
first brilliant observation is still latent in his mind He 
notes, for example, that long ag^ of dreary monotony 
are the first facts in the history of human communities, 
but those ages were not lost to mankind, for it was then that 
was formed the comparatively gentie and guidable thing 
which we now call human nature ’’ But the corresponding 
political virtue is now called animated moderation 
a certam combination of energy of mmd and balance of 
mmd It IS a quality irr which the English excel all other 
nations, and which has enabled them to make a success 
of democratic government But to understand the signifi- 
cance of this quality m pohtics, we must refer very bnefliy 
to Bagehot^s general theory of social evolution 

He distinguishes a preliminary age of isolation, a period 
of confusion and disorder, during which, m ways which 
are much clearer to us now than they were to Bagehot, 
groups and commumties came into existence Within 
these commumties self-protective devices are gradually 
developed, the cake of custom social disciplme and a 
system of religious sanctions Natural selection operates 
through conflict Civilization begins, because civilization 
is a mili tary advantage Law, morahty, religion, the arts 
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and sciences tend to develop because they make for a 
better war machme In due course a nation is formed, 
and then constsrvatism beconStes the aim and pryaciple of 
Its existence The youthful Bagehot had concluded that 
despotism was the only safeguard of a mature society, but 
he now sees that it tends to keep men m the customary 
stage of civilization , its very fitness for that age unfits 
It for the next It prevents men from passing mto the first 
age of progj^ess ” A new principle is needed — ^the principle 
of variability If any further progress is to be possible, the 
intelligence which has hitherto been directed to war must 
be employed m discussion 

The beginning of civilization is marked by an mtense 
legality , that legahty is the very condition of its existence, 
the bond which ties it together , but that legahty — that 
tendency to impose a settled customary yoke upon all 
men and all actions — if it goes on, kills out the vanabihty 
implanted by nature, and makes different men and 
different ages fac-similes of other men and other ages, 
as we see them so often Progress is only possible m 
those happy cases where the force of legality has gone 
far enough to bmd the nation together, but not far 
enough to kill out all varieties and destroy nature’s 
perpetual tendency to changes 

The apphcation of these ideas to the present situation in 
Europe is obvious enough The one problem which we 
could wish Bagehot had discussed is not only our own 
particular problem, but also one which recurs throughout 
the histoiy of the world — ^the co-existence of civilizations 
at different stages of social development It is\infortunately 
not true that the most highly developed society is also the 
one most skilled m warfare , at least, it is difficult to carry 
on an age of discussion m one comer of the world whilst 
an age of conflict is threatening you from another comer 
But Bagehot’s final conclusion is heartening 

Liberty is the strengthening and developing power — 
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the light and heat of political nature , and when some 
Cassansm ” exhibits as it sometimes will an ongin- 
ahty of mind, it is only because it has managed to make 
Its owEl the products of past free times or neighbouring 
free countnes , and even that ongmality is only brief 
and frail, and after a httle while, when testecf by a 
generation or two, m tune of need it falls away 

In another place m this same book. Physics and Politics, 
Bagehot has been discussmg the military advantage of 
moral virtue (Carlyle’s God-fearing armies) and uses a 
phrase which describes the mood m which free men will 
always oppose Csesansm in any shape or form That high 

concentration of steady feelmg ”, he says, '' makes men dare 
everything and do anything ” 


57 "The Triumph of Picasso 

We can imagme an actual triumph the streets adorned 
with garlands, everyone m carmval dress, shouts of lo 
triumphe ^ At the head of the procession, mstead of a 
senate, we might place the dealers — ^Messieurs Vollard and 
KLahnweiler, the brothers Rosenberg, Pierre CoUe and 
Pierre Loeb, Mr Zwemmer and Mr Mayor Instead of 
the trumpeters would come the critics, led by Monsieur 
Zervos, the authors of the twenty books on Picasso, the 
writers of the hundred essays on Picasso For trophies 
there would be pamtmgs, statues and models by the 
thousands of ^imitators of Picasso Promment among the 
victims destmed for sacrifice would be a hvmg representa- 
tion of Venus, and the prisoners would, course, mclude 
all the members of the Royal Academy and the Academic 
Fran9aise Picasso’s chanot might still be drawn by the 
traditional four bulls , laurels would sit well on his head, 
but instead of a sceptre he would hold a brush m his hand, 
and his palette would be held by a moneylender to rermnd 
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him m the midst of his glory that he was a mortal man 
He would be followed by an mtemational army of admirers, 
and after the feast there wouM be a bull-fight fox Picasso 
to pamt 

PicaSso IS triumphant and prolific Not content with 
pamtmg and all the graphic means of expressmg himself, 
he turned a few years ago to sculpture , and more sur- 
prisingly, he has ventured mto literal y expression with a 
series of poems m Spanish and French It is not the kind 
of poetry to be insulted with a few irreverently casual 
remarks , I am willing, with Andre Breton, to beheve that 
it has the same kind of significance as Picasso^s pamtmg, 
presenting, m lyrical images, that same synthesis of the real 
and the unreal, of the fabulous and the true Here it is 
merely to be mentioned as one more manifestation of a 
genius too violent to be constramed within the categories 
of one art Picasso has passed beyond the extremes of 
any previously-known romanticism , more and more he 
has tended to fuse, not only all the elements of plastic 
expression, but everything material and immaterial — spirit 
and matter, myth and science, the dream and the reahty 
After exploitmg abstract art, the pure tectonics of form and 
colour, he moved to the opposite pole and created surreal- 
tsme, a form of art that demes ‘‘ art that seeks only the 
naked heart, the unknown, the uncreated, the dreaded 
Minotaur m the dark labyrinth of the unconscious mmd 

In the whole career of an artist like Picasso there is an 
avoidance of any fixity of aim, of any rigid adherence to 
laws and precepts detenmned by the conscience or the 
mtellect ‘‘ Pour mon malheur etpour majoie peut-dtre,je 
place les choses selon mes amours he has declared In 
other words, he works emotionally, instinctively, and not m 
accordance with a rational programme His faith is, that 
what he creates out of love, and with passion, will be fbimd 
beautiful — or if that is a tarnished word, acceptable It is 
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a dangerous creed, opexung the realm of art to all kmds 
of charlatans, who can claim that their confusion is inspira- 
tion, thetr chaos a unity worTny of our consiJieration But 
I do not know whether more charlatans can shelter under 
such a doctrme than gather under the classical porticos 
of academic competence Mediocrity is no more tolerable 
for being tidy 

In 1936 some of Picasso*s saymgs were recorded by 
Christian Zervos m Cahiers (TArt^ and one of these reveals, 
not only the cause of his quarrel with abstract art, but also 
the clue to the unfailmg vitality of all his pamtmgs, even 
tliose which seem most abstract 

There is no abstract art We must always begm 
with something Afterwards we can remove all appear- 
ance of reality , there is no danger because the idea of 
the object has left its mdehble imprmt It was the 
object which provoked the artist, excited his ideas, 
stirred his emotions Ideals and emotions will be 
secxircly imprisoned m his work , whatever they do, 
they can’t escape from the picture , they form an mtegral 
part of It, even when their presence is no longer dis- 
cermble Whether he hkes it or not, man is an instru- 
ment of nature , she imposes her character and 
appearance on him We cannot contradict nature 

She IS stronger than the strongest of men It pays us 
to be on good terms with her We can allow ourselves 
some hberties, but only m the details 

Perhaps there are some terms m such a statement against 
which we might enter a logical or philosophical protest — 
though we mi^st remember that it is only reported conversa- 
tion that we are considering, not a clause m a nianifesto 
I always suspect any appeal to nature ” — ^that ^^other, 
red m tooth and claw, who is mvoked to justify most of the 
crimes of humamty But Picasso’s general meaning is 
clear He wishes to warn us against the stenlizir^ mfluence 
of the mtellect, which m its search for an ideal perfection 
sacrifices everything to precision and exactitude and 
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finds Itself left with a static corpse instead of a living 
organism The intellectuals might well reply that the 
perfection they seek is of an absolute and umversa^ nature, 
and what is absolute and universal may have sacrificed 
the pulsing actuality of orgamc life, but only m exchange 
for a life more beautiful and more endurmg 

These two ideals would seem to be irreconcilable, and 
certainly, if we are to compare the latest works of Picasso 
'with the work of an abstract artist like Mondnan, it would 
seem that modem art has now split into two mdependent 
streams and that each will follow its own course henceforth 
But actually history does not allow such mdependence fot 
long , sooner or later the social and economic conditions 
withm whose framework art, like any other human activity, 
takes Its shape, will brmg art mto umson It is possible 
that the will to abstraction will find an outlet in some less 
obvious and less doctrmaire way — m architecture, for 
example It is possible, too, that Picasso’s latest develop- 
ment is prophetic, and that poetry will prove to be the 
most appropriate medium for the expression of a super- 
reahstic vision The only alternative is that some synthesis 
should be found which will reconcile mtellectual idealism 
and emotional superrealism Picasso himself rarely dis- 
penses with every formal or mtellectual element in his 
pictures , nor, for that matter, does a superrealist sculptor 
like Henry Moore their most powerful creations are 
perhaps just those m which the extremes meet in some 
kmd of tension or equihbnum It is probably too difficult 
a position for any artist to maintam consistently , but m 
art, if we ask for impossible perfection, we are likely to get 
an Alberti mstead of a Leonardo, a Ben Jonson mstead of 
a Shakespeare, an AJma-Tadcma mstead of a Cezanne — 
or, more likely still, complete sterility 



International Situation in Fiction 


58 'The International Situation in 
American Fiction 

F ROM the begxnnmg there has been what is vulgarly 
known as a snag We speak of American ’’ literature , 
this note deals with, the American ’’ novel But in what 
sense American ^ In almost every other case,^ when we 
speak of the hterature of a country, we identify that country 
and its language , so profound is this sense of identity, 
that the only stable founaation for pohtical boimdaries is 
based on the Imguistic test But the language of American 
hterature is English, and the question follows , to what 
extent ean American hterature be distmguished from 
English hterature Or, to put the question m a more 
acute form, to what extent can the American writer create 
an American tradition ^ 

Every great American writer has been conscious of this 
problem, to a degree not often realized by the English 
reader Perhaps, as a general rule^ the American is more 
conscious of his difference The average Englishman 
to-day hardly makes any distmction between any of the 
English-speakmg peoples , they come from vast countries 
over the seas, they speak his language with an accent which 
IS different, m kind but not m degree, from the accent of a 
Yorkshireman or a Scotsman, but they are defimteiy one 
of us ” as opposed to the Frenchman or the German No 
doubt the Eiiglishman makes a serious mistake, but I am 
sure that this is the general attitude of those who have 
never been to the XJmted States or any of the Domimons 
The American, on the other hand, is very conscious of ail 
manner of differences — differences due to the variety of 

^ A parallel situation may be said to exist for Austrian, or 
Czechoslovakian literature, in so far as it makes use of the 
German language 
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climate and cxostom, to a greater infusion of continental 
bioodj ana to the memory^ perpetuated in literature and 
school-books. Of bitter pohti<^ quarrels in the past As 
time passes, the first two diffeiences are consolidated , the 
third "is happily disappearing But to a representative 
American novelist of the last century such as Hawthorne, 
the sense of diffeience was primarily political It appears 
most strongly in his Journals^ and in that fascmatmg but 
neglected book of his. Our Old Home (first published in 1863) 
Here is a typical passage from the latter source 

An American is not very apt to love the English 
people, as a whole, on whatever length of acquamtance 
I fancy that they would value our regard, and even 
reciprocate it m their ungracious way, if we could give 
It to them m spite of all rebuffs , but they are beset by 
a curious and mevitable fehcity, which compels them, 
as It were, to keep up what they seem to consider a 
wholesome bitterness of feeling between themselves and 
all other nationalities, especially that of America They 
will never confess it , nevertheless, it is as essential a 
tome to them as their bitter ale 

Throughout the records of his English stay, as Henry 
James noted m his biography of Hawthorne, there appears 
this constant mistrust and suspicion of the society that 
surroimded him — his exaggerated, painful, morbid 
national consciousness ” Henry James regarded this as 
the weak side of Hawthome^s character (and showed no 
trace of the feeling himself) , but it is important to realize 
that the first great American novelist wgote with this 
deliberate national assertiveness 

But with what result ^ Our Old Home itself, the per- 
fection of an English prose style, is one answer The style 
of any of Hawthome^s books is an adequate answer, for 
that style is always English, the purest English, with the 
hterary traditions of centuries to explam its transplanted 
bloom Divorce Hawthorne from his style, and though he 
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Still remains a considerable novelist — z. creator of character 
and a describer of scenes on the levels shall we say, of 
Charlotte Bronte — ^yet the result, as no disjs^sionate critic 
of Hawthorne could fad to admit, is a certam thinness, 
subtle and slender and unpretendmg as James^put it 
with his usual felicity And the moral, added James, “ is 
that the flower of art blooms only where the soil is deep, 
that It takes a great deal of history to produce a httle 
literature, that it needs a complex social machinery to set 
a writer m motion ” 

It is only fair to add that thirty-five years later, in his 
Jsfotes of a Son and Brother ^ James pomted rather a different 
moral He had been discussing Hie Marble JFaun^ Haw- 
thorne’s Roman novel, defending it against the contempt of 
another American cosmopohtan, suggesting that it 

was all charged with a tons^ a full and rare tone of prose 
And the tone had been, m its beauty — ^for me at least — 
ever so appreciably American , which proved to what 
a use American matter could be put by an American 
hand a consummation mvolvmg, it appeared, the 
happiest moral For the moral was that an American 
could be an artist, one of the finest, without going 
outside ” about it, as I liked to say , qmte in fact as if 
Hawthorne had become one just by bemg American 
enoughy by the fHicity of how the artist m him missed 
nothing, suspected nothing, that the ambient air didn’t 
affect him as containing 

Perhaps the thirty-five years that had elapsed explam 
the discrepancy m these two morals , the Amencan 
scene had become denser, richer , and Henry James, in 
his long and acute observation of his countrymen and 
their situations ”, had seen so many more facets, plumbed 
so many more depths, than m his youth had seemed 
possible And meanwhile he himself had become the 
greatest illustration of our problem 

In jumping from Hawthorne to James, I do not t hin k we 
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unduly simplify the problem we axe discussmg Their 
cases are complex enough to include every shade of the 
American novelist’s dilemma'^ It is true that there is the 
case of the complete expatriate of whom H B Brewster 
IS a good example (he was the author of that considerable 
work. The Prison) , and altogether the Axnencan seems to 
be pecuharly susceptible to cosmopohtamsm — there are 
American colomes ” in scores of European cities But 
does this aspect of the question denote anything more pro- 
found than the romantic view of life to be found in every 
country ^ A certam type of romantic Amierican mevitably 
turns his eyes towards Europe, and if he can afford to 
indulge his romanticism, he will come to Europe, and 
finally settle there But this is a very minor question , it 
has no bearmg on the major question, which transcends 
romanticism And the answer to this major question, the 
solution of our problem, transcends the false ideology of 
nationalism 

It should already be obvious that the problem is really 
two problems, which have very little to do wuth each other 
The first we might call cultural, the second Imgmstic In 
the first place, the novelist’s art, m all its temporal ele- 
ments, in all that is not a question of form or style, depends 
stnedy on his reaction to the society about him (differing 
m this respect from the romance, the work of fantasy) , 
and the older, the richer, the denser that society is, the more 
subjects and situations it will offer for treatment In this 
respect the relation of the American novelist to Europe 
only differs m degree from the relation of the provmcial 
novelist m England to the culture of the metropolis Pro- 
vmcial society has its own values, and American society has 
Its own values, and great works of art can be the product 
of such values But there will always be a centrahty, an 
overtone, a tradition, towards which the fully conscious 
artist will aspire In this sense (think of the case of 
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T urgenev) the problem is not an American one , it is 
human 

The Loiguistic problem is even more definitely deter- 
mmed Style is a function of language The art,ist m 
language, whether m prose or poetry, is an mdividual 
possessing an exceptional sensitiveness to the sound and 
significance of words , he cannot create his style m relation 
to any other quahty Style has nothing to do with climate 
or condition, it is not the product of environment nor of 
economic forces It is a central stream to which many 
writers contribute their personal idiosyncrasies (which 
nevertheless usually float like sticks and straws on the 
surface), but which no single writer deflects The course 
of the stream is gradually modified by usage, and at some 
distant date it is possible that American usage may diverge 
so far from Enghsh usage as to produce a division m the 
stream , but that I doubt, for now English adapts itself to 
American idiom as quickly as American adapts itself to 
Enghsh idiom I see no possibihty of a distmct Ameocan 
style Sometimes a \vnter claims a distmct American style 
— ^Bret Harte, O Henry and their contemporary equiv- 
alents — ^but then it is usually a bad style The style of 
the best American writers differs m no essential from the 
style of the best English writers 

There is a letter which Henry James wrote to his brother 
William m 1888 which gives a final expression to this 
truth , it has often been quoted, but I must give it once 
more 

For myself, at any rate, I am deadly weary of the 
whole international ” state of mmd — so that I ache^ 
at times, with fatigue at the way it is constantly forced 
upon me as a sort of virtue or obhgation I can’t look 
at the Enghsh-Amencan world, or feel about them, any 
more, save as a big Ai^lo-Saxon total, destmed to such 
an amount of melting together that an insistence on their 
differences becomes more and more idle and pedantic , 
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and that melting together will come the faster the more 
one takes it for granted and treats the life of the two 
countries as'^ continuous or^ more or less conve^ftible, or 
at any rate as simply different chapters of the same 
gen'Cr^ subject Literature, fiction m particular, affords 
a magnificent arm for such taking for granted, and one 
may so do an excellent work with it I have not the 
least hesitation m saying that I aspire to write m such 
a way that it ^ould be impossible to an outsider to say 
whether I am at a given moment an An^^encan writmg 
about England or an Englishman writing about America 
(dealmg as I do with both countries), and so far from 
bemg ashamed of such an ambiguity I should be exceed- 
mgly proud of it, for it would be highly civilized 

That, It seems to me, must be the attitude of every mmd 
not given to ignoble prejudices and narrow views We 
Enghsh-speakmg peoples cannot ahenate our common 
culture , against its long histone contmmty, the pohtical 
differences of a century or two sink mto insignificance 
Precisely m the degree of their greatness our poets and 
novelists are at work preserving that contmmty, bmdmg 
together more firmly than ever the big Anglo-Saxon 
total ” 


59 Roger Fry 

The set or cotene to which Roger Fry belonged was 
popularly supposed to have a local habitation in Blooms- 
bury, but It was nourished if not bom at Cambridge and 
m reality it had an altogether -wider ambience it was (and 
is) a fairly common attitude to life It was (the past 
tense is now mevitable) a cultured attitude , but its 
eisponents would probably prefer the word “ civilized ” 
It was an elite — of birth no less than of education , its 
leading members were the sons and daughters of emment 
Victorians, and they had passed through one or other of 
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our public schools Cambridge gave them a scientific and 
inqiainng temper Historians, economists and philosophers 
belonged to this elite no less than writers and pamters, and 
for that reason it could never be loosely identified with 
Bohemianism But no less certainly it could never be 
identified with a true sense of reahty It turned with a 
shudder from the threatemng advance of the proletarian 
herd ’’ Though it despised the moral pretensions and 
social prestige of the parent generation and hated the 
prevalent commercialism, it did not attempt to reconcile 
Its own traditions of good taste and refinement with the 
necessary economic foundations of a new order of society 
This was very obvious m Roger Fry^s case faced with 
the machine, mass-production and universal education, he 
could only retreat mto the private world of his own sensi- 
bihty He did, more and more as time went on, attempt 
to find a universal philosophical justification for this private 
world, and he had at his command an ingenious mind and 
a patient experience of his subject But all this effort did 
not bnng him mto any very vital or sympathetic relationship 
to his own age 

This came out very clearly m his only pubhc venture- — 
the Omega Workshops This experiment was very nearly 
a success — a success, that is to say, with the small and 
snobbish pubhc which can afford to buy individualistic art 
m a machme age That it could not be more than this 
was evident m its early days to four of the most ongmal 
artists whose services Fry had enlisted , they revolted with 
perhaps unnecessary violence, but one passage m their 
manifesto expressed a truth which is still not obvious to 
anyone withm the charmed circle 

The Idol IS stdl Prettiness, with its mid-Victonan 
languish of the neck, and its skin of “ greenery-yallery 
despite the Post-What-Not fashionableness of its draperies 
This family party of strayed and dissentmg dSsthetes, 
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however, were compelled to call m as much modem 
talent as they could find, to do the rough and mascuhne, 
work withoirt which they Isnew their efforts would not 
nse above the level of a pleasant tea-party, or command 
mor^ attention 

This brings us to the real problem of Roger Fry’s life — a 
certain ambiguity which was due to his championship of 
Post-Impressionism His smcenty has more than once 
been questioned, but usually by forthright reactionaries 
Itk^ Dr MacColl, who could not understand why a man 
who knew so much about art could support such an abrupt 
break with tradition Fry was qmte capable of looking 
after himself m that quarter, but he was hurt and bewildered 
when the young men whom he had patronized turned 
against him It would be absurd to suggest that Fry did 
not really appreciate artists hke Cezanne, Matisse and 
Picasso , he had an mbom aesthetic sensibility which could 
not play him false But he had been converted rather late 
m life — he was over forty when he first began to appreciate 
the significance of Cezanne — and favourably as his mmd 
might react to the art of Matisse and Picasso, he was 
never able to follow them m his own paintmg He might 
try to penetrate the secret of Cezanne, not only by analysmg 
him as he did m his book on the pamter, but also by trymg 
to repeat the old wizard’s performance on canvas , but it 
would never have occurred to him to jump forward, m 
firont, not only of Cezanne, but even of Matisse and Picasso 
Pamters with much less talent have ventured more but 
Fry’s deepest mstmct was not adventurous — ^his pomt of 
view being that art as created by the artist is m violent 
revolt against the instinctive life, smce it is an expression of 
the reflective and fully conscious life ”, a pomt of view 
which is the antithesis of that expressed by Matisse and 
Picasso and the artists who have come after them 

The explanation of this ambiguity probably hes in the 
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traditions against which Roger Fry vainly revolted The 
“ snailhom sensibility ” which manifested itself while he 
was still an undergraduate at Cambridge 'was something 
that could not be denied it made him give up a scientific 
career ^ it made h im disappomt his eminent Quaker 
parents , it landed him m all sorts of financial and social 
difficulties 5 it gave him immense joy and stimulated him 
to endless intellectual research , but it could not prevail 
against the Inheritance — ^against the prettmess and the 
protectiveness of the Ivory Tower^ against the benevolence 
of the Liberal outlook^ against the mtellect’s pretensions 
to the final word Roger Fry described himself as an 
artist, and most of all he woidd have liked to be remem- 
bered as a pamter But already durmg his lifetime the 
public, which often exercises a tyrannic control over an 
mdividuars development, decided otherwise , for one 
person who knew Fry as a pamter there were probably 
himdreds who knew him as a cntic Nevertheless, most of 
his life was devoted to the canvas He was nearly forty 
when his first books appeared — his monograph on Giovaom 
Bellim and his edition of Reynolds’s Discourses — and after 
that there was a gap of fifteen years before Vision and Design 
was published m igso But that book and its successor 
Tramjbrmations (1926), were actually the products of an 
mtensive journalistic activity which began as far back as 
1903 with the foundation of the Burlington JSdagaz'sne^ which 
periodical he nursed mto success and remained its animating 
spirit until th€^ day of his death With the Post-Impression- 

1st Exhibition of 1911, he entered upon a more polemical 
phase, and his defence of the new school whose work he 
had mtroduced mto England brought him mto contact 
with a wider public Doubtless because he had been 
teamed as a scientist, there was a novel scientific approach 
in his art criticism — somethmg drastically different from the 
vague emotional appreciation which had servecL the pur- 
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pose for a century or more Fry was the first cntic in this 
country to use the method of formal analysis — at least, the 
first to make it a popular method of exposition, for Bernhard 
Berenson had long been practismg his constructive art 
criticism for the benefit of a more exclusive circle But 
Berenson remamed in the region of scholarship, whilst 
Fry brought scholarship into the contemporary arena 
There was nothing amateurish or egregious about his 
defence of the Post-Impressionists m general and of Cezanne 
m particular The startled academicians had to reckon 
with an opponent who could beat them on their own 
ground ^ who had far more knowledge and real under- 
standing of ancient art than they had, and who could rem- 
force his advocacy of modem art with impeccable analogies 
firom the past When they were compelled further to 
recognize his mtimate acquaintance with the techmque of 
pamtmg, there was httle they could do but impotently 
fume against him He, on his part, took the lead calmly 
and modestly, and only regretted that these journalistic 
demands encroached so much on his painting 

As a pamter he sadly recogmzed that he had been damned 
by famt praise, and he took positive joy m an occasional 
article which roughly abused him The value of his pamt- 
ing IS difficult to estimate , he never departed from the 
path marked out by his master Cezanne, and Cezanne, m 
that particular path, was not to be excelled His patient 
exploration of formal values and colour harmomes gave the 
pubhc an impression of relentless dullness, and in the mass 
his pictures were monotonous But often, isolated m a 
private house, one comes across a canvas that asserts itself 
by Its sureness and coherence, and then one discovers it is 
one of his paintings Of course,” one says, "" he is such 
a good pamter ’’ But that opinion is always privately 
expressed , it never gets pubhshed 

His book on Cezanne is certainly the masterpiece of his 

286 



Roger Fry 

criticism It traces the stylistic evolution of the master^s 
art with a closeness of attention and an analytical bnlhance 
that has rarely been equalled His essay on Matisse is 
not so searchmg, perhaps because there was not the same 
degree of personal sympathy , but like the shorter ^ay, 
collected m Vision and Design and Dansformations^ it is at 
once subtle and persuasive Fry was tireless in his search 
for an aesthetic basis for his criticism^ and did not hesitate 
to throw over a pet theory if he found a better one He 
was^ as most critics of his generation, an aesthete not 
lookmg far beyond the self-consistent unity of the work of 
art itself, always sticking to his sensibihty as the only 
reliable guide He was enormously mterested m the 
psychology of art, but hated anything m the nature of 
psychological art For this reason he had great difficulty 
in appreciating German art of any period, and he simply 
loathed the more recent developments of Expressionism 
Even the Latin equivalents — ^the art of Picasso and Braque, 
for example — he found difficult to accept, though he 
admitted that the French always had good manners of 
some sort He was amused by the imagery of Dali, 
but the Surrealistes as a whole bored him 

It os monstrous that a man of his mtelligence and per- 
ception should never have occupied an official post of 
distinction His own university did him tardy justice by 
electing him to the Slade Professorship wheyn he was already 
sixty-seven But alas, it was too late for his influence to 
have much effect When he died suddenly m 1934, ^ 
course of lectures was uncompleted He had undertaken 
to give a complete survey of the history of art, and this 
had compelled him, not only to complete his knowledge of 
epochs which he had hitherto neglected, but also to try 
and bring his judgement of various kinds of art into some 
degree of unity or consistency Actually he did not live 
to complete his survey , he dealt with Egyptian, Meso- 
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potaiman, ^gean, Negro, American, Chinese, Indian and 
Greek art, but a tragic accident robbed us of the rest 
Roger Fry cvas essentially an impressionistic qjritic — ^he 
relied, that is to say, on his immediate sensations m the 
presence of a work of art rather than on any preconceived 
ideas about the purpose of art Nevertheless, after an 
inaugural lecture on Art-History as an Academic Study ”, 
he gave two lectures on theoretical aspects of art which are 
m effect an attempt to justify the impressionist attitude 
In his augural lecture he had suggested that m the criticism 
of art we must abandon all hope of making aesthetic 
judgements of umversal validity ” — a. conclusion only too 
effectively illustrated by the history and present state of 
art criticism But to make this admission does not mean 
that we must simply give up all attempts to introduce order 
mto this untidy department of human thought , we might 
at least define the terms we use This is what Fry did, to 
a limited extent, m these two lectures He knew that m 
the course of his survey he was gomg to rely almost exclu- 
sively on two quahties, sensibihty and vitahty, and he 
wanted at the outset to make it clear to his audience 
exactly what he meant by these terms 

It was typical of Fry that he should have used, and 
given distmct defimtions to, notions so closely related as 
sensibihty and vitahty A more logical mind would have 
sought to isolate the common element m the two pheno- 
mena, or to have related them to a superior unity It 
would, moreover, have related them to other elements 
which the work of art possesses, and thus have arrived at 
a systematic exposition of all the elements included in the 
work of art — other words, a system of aesthetics But 
Roger Fry would have shuddered at the very thought 
For all his scientific method, he was really on the side 
of those who protest that though they don’t know much 
about art, they know what they like when they see it His 
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criticism of art is nothing but an extensive rationalization 
and justification of this unscientific attitude Even these 
two qiilisi-scientific terms which he did admit, turn out, 
on examination, to be of an extreme psychological naivety 
Though he devotes a whole lecture to vitahty, he confesses 
that he knows very little about this quality It seems to 
me very mysterious, and I find it very difficult to allege any 
explanations of why it occurs when it does, by what exact 
processes the artist gives the illusion , and yet further, 
I do not know quite what value we ought to attach to the 
quahty, or what its relations are to other asthetic qualities 
In effect, it is somethmg m the work of art which we detect 
by virtue of the other quality, sensibility, which he had 
defined m his previous lecture If we then turn to his 
definition of this quality, we are agam thrown back on 
something very obscure It is a quality which the artist 
possesses and impresses on his work of art, and which can 
be commumcated from the work of art to a suitably sensitive 
spectator To illustrate what he means by the term, Fry 
compares a straight hne drawn by a ruler with a straight 
line drawn by hand 

The ruled Ime is completely mechamcal and as we 
say insensitive Any hne drawn by hand must exhibit 
some characteristics pecuhar to the nervous mechanism 
which executed it It is the graph of a gesture earned 
out by a human hand and directed by a bram, and this 
graph might theoretically reveal to us first, somethmg 
about the artist’s nervous control, and secondly, some- 
thmg of his habitual nervous condition, and finally, 
somethmg about his state of mind at the moment the 
gesture was made 

Now though Fry gives several more elaborate illustrations 
of what he means, this simple one suffices to show the limit- 
ations of this standard of judgement 

What Roger Fry called sensibility ” should more 
exactly be cafied sensitivity If we use the wider 
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term sensibility, which would, as Fry later assumes, mclude 
sensibihty towards the abstract relations of planes, masses 
and intervals, then we must claim that a ruled straight line 
may possess just as much sensibility of one kind as a line 
drawn by hand possesses of another kind It is sensibihty 
of the first kmd which is exploited in so-called abstract art 
— a kmd of art to which Fry, mcidentally, was insensible 
What Fry meant by sensibihty was somethmg much more 
limited It was the idiosyncrasy which is evident m every 
personal gesture of an mdividual, and which is recorded 
exactly m such activities as wntmg with a pen or pamting 
with a brush It is that pecuharity of hne or texture — 
generally an irregularity or nervousness — ^which is expres- 
sive of the nervous energy and mdeed whole mentality of 
an mdividual human bemg 

If we think of our relations with other human bemgs, 
we must admit that they are rarely based on rational or 
even moral groimds We may cultivate people we do not 
particularly like because they are or may be useful to us , 
and we have to put up with others because we are tied to 
them by business or marriage But the people we genumely 
like we like mstmctively and n rationally , and if we 
analyse such relationships we find that they are based on 
subtle psychological accords and sympathies which are the 
pecuhar possession of each mdividual In human relation- 
ships everythmg is relative , m Roger Fry’s assthetics 
everythmg is relative He hked or disliked works of art 
mstmctively, and his great quality, the quality which made 
him an inspirmg teacher and a fascmatmg companion, was 
his imm ense gusto Though he was always willing if not 
eager to discuss theories, m his presence one wiUmgiy 
abrogated theory for the sake of enjoyment His real art 
was the art of communicating sensuous pleasure The 
very absence m him of a strong logical faculty left hiTn free 
of those mtellectual prejudices which mterfere with the 
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aesthetic reactions of most people He had his blmd spots, 
which were not so much blmd spots as black-outs One 
was Gfer m a n art m general, and Durer m particular , 
another was Turner Of the former pr^udice there is an 
mteresting example m one of his last lectures Having 
recogmzed vitality as one of the essential qualities m a work 
of art, he was faced with the mescapable fact that German 
art, from the Gothic period down to the 'modem Expression- 
ist movement, had possessed this quality m abundance 
But Fry saw a way out of the dilemma , they possessed it, 
he would say, not in abimdance but m excess But when 
it came to lUustratmg this pomt he was not very convmcing 
He contrasts, to the disadvantage of the German works, the 
Bamberg St Elizabeth with Donatello’s ‘‘ Lo Zuccone 
Gnmewald’s Crucifixion ” with Castagno’s , but all his 
special pleading cannot alter what, for another cntic, are 
the mescapable facts that we are m the presence of four 
great works of art whose qualities should be reconcilable 
m any comprehensive theory of art 


6o Raphael 

The average man, asked to name a great pamter, will 
automaticaUy answer Raphael ** Bernhard Berenson, 
the famous cntic of Itahan art, once said that it would take 
not one but ten thousand M Tissots to wm the populace 
away from the spell of Raphael But Mr Berenson was 
still hving m the mncteenth century when he made 
that statement, and smce then a considerable shift in 
pubhc taste has taken place The chromo of the Sistme 
Madonna which then looked down so calmly and 
mcongruously from the dimng-room wall, has long smce 
been relegated to the spare bedroom, or even to the 
attic In normal times, some of the greatest of Raphael’s 
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works, the so-called “ Parthenon Sculptures of modern 
art ”, the Raphael Cartoons, are splendidly displayed 
in a special gallery at the Victoria and Albert Mftseum 
in spites of Its easy accessibihty, it is the most sohtary 
spot in London, the sohtude only occasionally disturbed 
by an mdustrious German traveller, Baedeker m hand, 
or more rarely by a party of noisy and imwillmg school- 
children It IS too simple to explam this as but another 
example of our national mdifference to art It is true 
that the same gallery, if transferred to Berhn or Florence, 
would have more visitors, but only because the tourist 
traffic in these places is better organized The real truth 
of the matter is that the average man of to-day is bored 
by Raphael — and not only by Raphael, but equally by 
Michelangelo, Titian and the whole of the classical tradition 
m art 

So much the worse for modem man, no doubt But it 
IS agam too simple to ascribe this boredom or mdifference 
to a dechne m taste The modem attitude is not a merely 
negative attitude It is the expression of a positive pre- 
ference for other types of art, and though a change of taste 
may still be a decline of taste, the superiority of the earher 
standard must not be taken for granted What ten thou- 
sand Tissots would not be able to achieve may nevertheless 
have been accomplished by but one Renoir or Van Gogh 
Even though, by some absolute standard, we recognize 
the supreme nature of Raphael’s genius, must we at the 
same time condemn as spurious the sensibiliUy which pre- 
fers, m the place of honour formerly occupied by the 
Sistme Madonna ”, Van Gogh’s Sunflowers ” 

Even those who are most conscious of Raphael’s sublimity 
are ready to admit the u nf ortunate nature of his influence 
on the development of pamting not merely are his 
immediate followers — Giuho Romano, Piermo del Vaga, 
Giovan Franceschi Penm, and the rest — dreary and banal 
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beyond endurance^ but from the school of Raphael there 
descends directly that academicism in art education which 
has for^ three centuries bee» a bhght on ail>«:reative activity, 
and which still survives m such charnel-houses ”, as 
Berenson called them, as the ficole des Beaux Arts’fe.t Pans, 
not to mention similar institutions nearer home Why 
sublimity should have such a shabby progeny is one of 
the mysteries of life — ^for sublime poets and prophets share 
the same fate as sublime pamters It is popularly sup- 
posed that Eastern craftsmen, m order to avoid any pre- 
sumption to the perfection which belongs properly only 
to the divine, dehberately mtroduce a fault mto their 
work It is more likely that they are aware of the aesthetic 
value of an occasional discord Would we now hke 
Raphael’s art rather more than we do if it had been less 
perfect, more mannered ” ^ There are elements m some 
of his late paintmgs — in the Visitation ” m the Prado at 
Madrid, for example — ^which suggest this possrbihty a 
new colounsm, as Professor Suida describes it, which 
leaves far behind the rational naturalism of the fifteenth 
century and opens the path along which El Greco, Baroccio, 
and many other pamters will wander ” But at this pomt 
we must remember that Raphael died young had he lived 
as long as Titian, for example, it is possible that what we 
have been taught to regard as the achieved classicism 
of his maturity would have the appearance of merely 
one phase m the restless progress of an experimental 
genius 

There is, however, one other justification for what I have 
described as a change of taste Raphael was essentially a 
decorative artist Raphael’s best doing ”, wrote Rtiskm, 

IS merely the wall-colourmg of a suite of apartments m 
the Vatican, and his cartoons were made for tapestries ” 
Ruskm did not say this in any derogatory spirit — rather 

there is no existmg highest-order art but is decorative ” 
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and the derogatory use of the word is merely a contem- 
porary prejudice But what the public — ^particularly the 
public which caTi only afford Cb buy reproductions — ^has 
become obscurely aware of durmg the past fifty years is 
a sense of decorative appropriateness They realize that a 
pamting whose sublimity fits it for its place m a church 
or a palace is distmcdy out of place m a suburban drawing- 
room They may even feel that, pickled and insulated 
in the artificial atmosphere of a modem museum, it loses 
much of Its ongmal significance In such an atmosphere, 
Raphael’s madonnas survive, not m virtue of their divinity, 
but of their very tender and sensuous humamty Once 
that fact IS admitted, it is but honest to admit that we 
prefer the more direct or unequivocal representation of 
these same quahties m a Renoir or Degas But taste is 
the last stronghold of dissimulation, and we shall doubtless 
continue to pay tribute to virtues we do not desire to 
possess and to ideals we can never emulate 


6 1 T E Hulme 

Several poets and philosophers of promise lost their lives 
in the last war, but it is doubtful if any one of them would 
have made so much difference to the mtellectual life of his 
country as Hulme, who was killed at the age of thirty-four 
m 1917 I use the vague phrase ‘‘mtellectual life” 
because I do not suggest that Hulme, who was a philo- 
sopher, would have created a new philosoplucal system 
Though he was a brilliant thinker, he was not particularly 
original He had an extraordinary sense for what was 
significant m other people’s ideas, and though he was 
guided by one or two general prmciples, these were relatively 
simple and decidedly reactionary It was Hulme’s fimc- 
tion to be an animator of thought and feehng — one of 
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those raiding corsairs of the intelligence who respect no 
boundaries andr observe no rules He has been compared 
to Pascal, and though at £[i=s+ sight that seem too bold, 
it IS Pascal^s name which most frequently crops up m any 
discussion of Hulme He was not only the same^type of 
thinker , there is also a considerable similarity m their 
thought Hulme himself declared m one place that his 
notes were to be regarded as prolegomena to the reading of 
Pascal 

One of my first tasks after the last war was to edit Hulme’s 
essays and philosophical fragments and these were pub- 
lished under the title Speculations m 1 924 The book made 
slow progress at first, but a new edition was called for m 
1936, and has had a steady accession of readers But the 
influence of a book of this sort is not to be judged by its 
sales , either directly or mdirectly Hulme has affected the 
outlook of a generation 

Hulme recognized two orders of reality, the one divme, 
a hierarchy of absolute ethical values represented by 
religion , the other human, the world of our physical exist- 
ence, inevitably limited, imperfect, and only saved firom 
brutishness by some perception of the nature of the divme 
order Hulme, like many philosophers before him, natur- 
ally drew the conclusion that if humanity is to enjoy any 
degree of civilization, it must be disciplined by an order or 
tradition established in accordance with the absolute 
ethical values He was never, however, very precise as to 
the way m which this was to be done He combmed a 
behef m absolute values with a nominalism which would 
normally lead a philosopher to deny their existence That 
IS to say, though he might admit the existence of the values, 
he was equally convinced that it was impossible to define 
them, or rather, that any attempts to define them would 
necessarily be only amplifications of man’s appetites ” 
There is an abyss between the human and divmc, and we 
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can only bridge it with approximations — that is to say, 
with the mtuitions of the poet and the mystic 

If we look 2ih Hulme’s dilen^a a httle closer, we find 
that one of its terms is equivocal There can be no question 

about the first proposition — that man is mherently limited, 
a mixture of good and evil impulses, mcapable of progress 
unless controlled That proposition must either be 
accepted or rejected — it cannot be qualified Hulme 
accepted it and based on it his destructive attacks on 
humanism The second proposition, that man, on account 
of his inherent weakness, must submit to the authority of 
a rehgious tradition, he held with the same conviction but 
with less consistency Tradition m art, the subject m 
which Hulme was chiefly mterested, meant classicism 
Huhne hastened to adopt classical art Without puttmg 
too much stram on his natural preferences, he could exalt 
fancy at the expense of imagination, and a German art 
historian, Wilhelm Worrmger, provided him v/ith a dis- 
tinction between geometric and orgamc form which 
enabled him to divide contemporary painting and sculpture 
along similar hnes War was declared against romantic- 
ism, and by defimng romanticism as spilt rehgion and 
confusmg it with sentimentahty, he was able to manoeuvre 
all his enemies mto the same false position But when he 
came to review his own forces he found not only Horace, 
Racme and the Enghsh Augustans on his side, but also 
Shakespeare and the Elizabethans Nietzsche provided 
him with a phrase — dynamic classicism — to hide the dis- 
crepancy, but It was a palpable begging of the question 
Actually, when he is discussing this weary question of 
romanticism and classicism, Hulme is apt to forget his 
fundamental distmction, which is philosophical, and lose 
h i mse l f among the secondary characteristics of aesthetic 
expression That is to say, havmg decided on philosophical 
grounds that Horace, Racme and Shakespeare are accept- 
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able poets, he proceeds to lump their very diverse hterary 
quahties together as classicism and having decided on 
the sarae grounds that Lamartine, Hugo and Swmbume 
are bad poets, he proceeds to call their quahties romajitic 
But It is doubtful if stylistic criteria have much to no with 
the question The underlying distmction, which is never 
so consciously philosophical as Hulme would have it, is 
between two social attitudes — ^between those poets on the 
one hand who wish to devote their artistic talents to the 
conservation of exisitmg social values, and those on the 
other hand who wish to devote them to the disruption, of 
these values and to the establishment of new ones A 
revolutionary poet will often mtroduce a revolutionary 
technique, but not necessarily so The youthilil and 
revolutionary Wordsworth revolted against an artificial 
poetic diction, but the equally youthful and revolutionary 
Swmbume restored it 

From the pomt of view of art, there is not something 
which we can call tradition there are two traditions, the 
romantic tradition and the classical tradition, and the 
prevalence or urgency of one or the other at any particular 
time will depend on the distribution of social forces The 
only conditions which would ensure a stable form of art, 
that IS to say, a disappearance of the conflict between 
classical and romantic tendencies, would be a state embody- 
mg the prmciples of absolute justice But to suppose that 
such a state can ever exist is to accept that very doctrine 
of hu m an perfectibihty against which Hulme brings his 
most destructive arguments 

This contradiction is inherent m. every form of the 
traditionahst doctrme — even the rehgious U n les s a 
rehgion is based on mystical revelation, on an irrational 
authoritarianism which can m no sense be called an act 
of the mteUect ”, the traditional dogmas of that religion 
can only be established and elaborated and sustained by 
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fallible hiimarf ag-ents , and that this human fallibihty ex 
tends to such doctrmaire products of the mind is evident 
enough from th^ whole course o^history The choice, there 

fore^ is not between humanism and an absolute ethical order 
free frctLn human taint , it is between a humanism that strives 
after a rational interpretation of the umverse and a human- 
ism that accepts an irrational dogma And an irrational 
dogma can only survive as a tradition by virtue of an 
external authority The life of reason, which also has 
every right to be called a tradition, is a life of change, of 
growth and decay , but the stabilization of a human inter- 
pretation of ethical values, which is the only meamng we 
can give to a rehgious tradition of a rational kind, is an 
arbitrary act of the human will Even if we believe with 
Kant that a moral sense is implicit m the nature of reason, 
we are still bound to the limitations of a human faculty 
Michael Roberts, in his study of Hulme,^ says finely that 
reason is not complete unless it mcludes humility, and that 
humility mvolves a recogmtion of tradition and authority 
But reason also mcludes doubt — humility mvolves doubt , 
and finally we may accept all Hulme’s criticisms of human- 
ism, romanticism and hberahsm and still be no nearer the 
shelter of a Church Between the feebleness of mankind 
and the perfection of the divme Hulme saw nothing but a 
tragic discord — a. discord to be resolved by the fallible 
processes of human reason, or to be affirmed by an act of 
intuition — by the highest of all human modes of expression, 
the art of tragedy 

Hulme’s predominant mterest, as I have^ already said, 
was aesthetic His work on Epstem, m which Epstem was 
a pomt of departure rather than an end, perished with 
him The most detailed and coherent plan foimd among 
his notes was for a book on the theory of art There is 

^ T ^ Hulme^ by Michael Roberts London (Faber Faber) , 
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little doubt that m the course of his development Hulme 
would have encountered Kierkegaard, and would have had 
to deal \^th that philosopher'’s contention tlfet the aesthetic 
attitude can only lead to despair If he had accepted t^^at 
conclusion, the real problem would then have been to 
reconcile the aesthetic with the ethical attitude Kierke- 
gaard beheved that they could only be reconciled in 
rehgion, but he could not reconcile his conception of 
rehgion with the tradition of the Established Church 
If we would secure the free assent of men we must appeal 
to them by myth rather than by precept — by art rather 
than by dogma Perfect thmgs teach hope, said Nietzsche 
In the perfection of tragedy we transcend our fate This 
realization of the tragic significance of life is the pre- 
requisite of any measure of human greatness, but it is not 
specifically rehgious Or if it is, the rehgion is m the 
ntual, m the drama, m the creation of the poet To 
interchange tragedy and rehgion is to confuse what is 
perhaps the greatest of all issues Between tragedy and 
rehgion the burden shifts Redemption, which is insepar- 
able from religion as understood m the Western world, 
introduces the idea of divme pity Tragedy is not so 
h uma ne , its catharsis is a healing process, but the most 
that it promises is seremty 


62 Seurafs “ La Baignade ^ 

Every work of art contains two groups of elements L.et 
US call them the tanversal and the tncidental 

In the universal group are all those elements of form, 
colour, material, and their mterrelations, which appeal 
directly to the senses, or sensibihty It is because the 
sensibihty of man may be regarded as constant m its range 
^ Contributed to a senes entitled ‘‘ What I like m Art 
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(though not in its operation) that these elements can be 
called universal The universal is the permanent, and for 
our present purpose we may r^ard the universal elements 
m ^ as simply those which persist Some of them, such 
as colSur, are very superficial in their appeal , others are 
very profound, such as the formal configuration of planes 
and masses m sculpture and architecture 

In the incidental group are all those elements which appeal 
to the emotions and mtellect — ^all those elements associated 
with words, symbols and ideas We should mclude under 
this head the prinutive magical significance of a savage 
mask, the higher rehgious sigmficance of a Greek temple or 
a Byzantme church, or a painting by Giotto or Fra Angelico, 
and the intellectual sigmficance of a painting by Leonardo 
or Poussm, the decorative significance of Tura or Braque — 
everything imported into a work of art by the use or pur- 
pose for which It is designed 

I begm by makmg this general distmction, because I 
beheve that an awareness of its existence m any particular 
work of art is necessary for clarity of appreciation We 
should ask oursleves what is the asthetic value of the reasons 
we advance for our preference of any particular work of art 
It IS possible to say that only the universal elements arc 
properly to be regarded as aesthetic , this is the theory of 
pure art, or art for art’s sake From this point of view, the 
rehgious content of a painting by Giotto, or the ideological 
content of any picture whatsoever, is of no sigmficance 
But that IS not the point of view generally adgpted by critics 
of art, nor is It my own pomt of view 

I regard the ideological content (granted that this may 
be very abstract and mtellectual, as well as religious or 
sentimental) as a normal mgredient m works of art It is 
not the subject of Fnth’s “ Derby Day ” that disturbs me — 
It is Its utter crudity as a composition in colour I do not, 
however, always feel competent to appreciate the ideological 
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content of a work of art I do not feel sure that I can put 
myself at the mental and emotional pomt of view of a Giotto 
or a Piefo or a Michelangelo That point of view, m the 
case of any artist, is a very complex, construction, depending 
on a vast array of factors which I can only dimly reconstruct 
I may get somewhere near to an appreciation of the rchgious 
conceptions of a Giotto — somewhere near , perhaps a htde 
nearer than to those of a fifth-'century Greek or an African 
negro But even assummg that I do so much, there are 
still numberless factors which I have not accounted for 
There is the particular social atmosphere prevailing in 
Giotto’s time , and not only in his time, but m his country 
and town, his particular econoimc status and the general 
economic structure of the society of which he was a umt 
There are simpler questions of climate and mode of life 
There are very important details such as Giotto’s relations 
to his predecessors and his followers , the pamter’s pro- 
fessional status and the professional practices which he 
adopted , even more technical questions such as the range 
and quality of materials available to him, the prevalent 
method of pamtmg, the chemistry of the colours he used, 
the mode of hghtmg , workshop organization, and in 
particular the impoi*tance attached during his lifetime to 
the pamter’s own handiwork — m other words, the part 
played by apprentices and assistants There is the stiH 
more difficult question of arriving at some conception of 
what the picture looked like when Giotto had finished 
pamtmg it Very few old pamtmgs have survived without 
repamtmg, and m every case their original colours are 
faded and their original surfaces decayed 

I may study these questions for many years and become 
a specialist on a particular period , even then I should feel 
the presence of a veil of uncertamty and mcompletc know- 
ledge between myself and the pamter I am not and can- 
not be m possession of all the factors necessary for the fliE 
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appreciation of an old master or of any work of art 
distantly removed from me m time Only m works of art 
contemporary Svith my expe^ence of life do I jfeel ftilly 
awcre^of all their potentialities Therefore I enjoy modern 
art above the art of all other periods 

It may be said that a 50 per cent enjoyment of a work of 
art from one of the great periods is worth more than a 100 
per cent enjoyment of a contemporary work of art That 
IS a possible pomt of view, but I beheve it depends on a 
dehberate suppression of real aesthetic enjoyment Most 
connoisseurs, as they are rightly called, enjoy their art 
with dehberation and memory rather than with their 
immediate senses They have been taught what to admire 
and know what they are expected to admire , they rarely 
make their own aesthetic discoveries , their mtellectual 
caution breeds a sensual impotence 

For these reasons I have chosen a modern work to repre- 
sent what I like m art ” In comparison with others 
who have contributed to this senes, I am at a disadvantage, 
because the condition that the particular work of art chosen 
should be m a pubhc gallery or well known from repro- 
ductions excludes nearly all my real preferences It is 
true that a few contemporary pamtmgs and pieces of 
sculpture have drifted mto the Tate Gallery by accident 
rather than by design , but I do not find there a represent- 
ative example of the best work of Picasso, Juan Gris, Leger, 
Miro, Kokoschka, Klee, or any of the modern artists whose 
work I particularly admire It is a standii>g reproach to 
this country that it does nothing, or next to nothmg, for 
contemporary art It is true that there is a Ghantrey 
Bequest which is supposed to be devoted to the purchase 
of modem Works of art, but it is administered by officials 
completely out of touch with the modern spirit , there is 
also the Contemporary Art Society, which occasionally buys 
a work contemporary in spirit as well as in name, but its 

30a 



Seurat’s La Baignade ” 

general policy is timid and academic New York, on the 
other hand, has now two public galleries entirely devoted 
to cont<^porary art — the Museum of Modeha Art, and the 
Gallery of Livmg Art (the latter attached to the Um^^prsrty) 
The work of art which nevertheless I have chosen is a 
classic of the modern movement — La Baignade by 
Georges Seurat, which hangs m the Tate Gallery Seurat, 
who was bom m 1859, died at the early age of thirty-two 
m 1891 , if he had hved I beheve he might have been 
incomparably the greatest of modern pamters — greater 
even than Cezanne As it is, his work seems to gam m 
significance year by year , and the best elements m the 
pamtmg of to-day are more nearly related to Seurat than 
to Cezanne This picture, which is of considerable size 
(144J mches by yif inches), is entirely typical of his work 
We must first note its almost regular geometrical organiz- 
ation It IS divided horizontally by an emphatically 
Imear skyline, placed at exactly one-third of the depth of 
the canvas , a diagonal crosses from the top left comer and 
meets the bottom of the frame one-tenth of the way along , 
an exactly correspondmg diagonal crosses from right to left 
through the shoulder of the largest bather and at right- 
angles to the axis of the body of the man in the bowler hat, 
emergmg through the near paw of the dog and meeting 
the frame agam at exactly one-tenth of the way along 
A great number of other geometrical correspondences exist , 
one suspects them m the dimensions and mtervals of the 
factory chimneys on the skylme , m the distances separatmg 
the various heads , m the triangles formed by Imes joining 
these heads, above all m the perspective recession of the 
various figures and groups Corresponding motives are 
the curves of the backs of several figures, the curves of the 
sails, the curves of hat-bnms The composition is further 
kmt together by various lateral motives, such as the shadows 
on the grass, the weeds m the nver, and the distant punt 
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The colour scheme is correspondmgly deliberate In 
each compartment made by the diagonals, an equation is 
set up, which liolds good for^both sets of compartments 
Th<^‘ dgnunant colours are blue and yellow, with red as a 
constant multiple The paint is apphed in small touches 
of pure colour, the method known as pointillism, but this 
method was an affectation of the period to which I do not 
attach particular importance What is important in the 
picture IS the fact that everything is meant, everything is 
mathematical I do not imply that it is devoid of individu- 
ahty, or of emotion , it is as personal, as unique^ as the 
artist’s handwritmg But there is no slopping-over of 
irrelevant emotion The temporal elements are conscious 
and mtellectual, and not, as is more usual, magical or 
sentimental , and that is my own personal preference m 
the plastic arts I fully recognize the right of the artist 
to be emotive and expressionist, and have on other 
occasions explamed such types of art to the best of my 
ability But for the moment I am writmg of my personal 
prejudices, aiid they are represented, as near as they 
can be in a work of art available to the pubhc, by this 
pamtmg of Seurat’s I find the same qualities in Juan 
Gris, in Fernand Leger, and m certain phases of Picaisso’s 
art 

It will be seen that a pamtmg hke this of Seurat’s umtes 
all those factors, both universal and mcidental, that exist 
m a work of art , moreover, all these factors are completely 
available to an open and unprejudiced sensibility Above 
all, I would insist on the mcidental elements One must 
look at nature with the eyes of the mind and not merely 
with the eyes of the body, like beings wathout reason 
Reason is one of the most beautiful faculties of the human 
mmd, and he who does not passionately seek to extend his 
knowledge by that fact alone renounces his greatest 
privilege ” Seurat had pondered these words of a con- 
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temporary scientist^^ and found that they expressed his own 
ideal It may be that a tune will come when such an intel- 
lectual ideal m art will not bft appreciated , -ihere are special 
reasons why mtellectual values appeal to our generation 
They are part of our Zeitgeist — that impalpable spirit of the 
times which is created by the au we breathe, the manner 
of our lives, our habits and adventures, our work and 
pleasiue, oiu hopes and fears — all the spiritual and material 
factors of our mode of being In La Baignade ” this 
spirit has been felt by the keen sensibihty of a great artist 
and objectified m the colour and foimi of a great work of art 


63 Stendhal 

Reading for pleasure and reading for profit os a distinction 
which most people, presumably, can maintam all theu 
hves, and if it is lost it is because reading becomes wholly 
a spare-time occupation But the professional man of 
letters finds himself m a more pitiful condition , all he 
reads must be grist to his mill and it is rarely that he can 
afford himself the time to read for no purpose at all beyond 
immediate eryoyment That is not to say that he does not 
enjoy what he reads, but the vutue is m the necessity 
Sometimes, however, time and cucumstances leave him 
stranded He picks up what is at hand, and reads idly, 
innocently, mcontmently In such a mood I recently 
found myself mdulging — I was conscious of the moral 
aspect — a recently published novel There is no pomt 
m divulgmg its name, but it was a clever novel, by one of 
the most promismg of our younger writers I was absorbed, 

and finished the book before tke long suinmer*s day was 

1 The scientist in question was a certain David Sutter For 
the evidence see Georges Seurat^ by John Rewald IsTew York 
(Wittenbom), 1943 
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over I was very pleased, and promised myself to read 
more modem fiction The experience had been vivid, and 
for the momer>t the charactem m the book hauijfed me 
witi}, their ghttermg presences For the moment ^ For the 
day being a long one, I turned m the evemng to another 
book, a book I had read years ago and which I had often 
mtended to re-read — Stendhal’s Journal, which he called 
Vze de Henn Brulard I had not read many of its not very 
exciting pages before I realized that the experience was 
totally different m kmd from the experience of the earlier 
part of the day , and that before the reahty of this experi- 
ence, the art of the novelist had collapsed like a pack of 
shppery cards 

Now Stendhal himself was a novelist, one of the greatest, 
and the difference between his Journal and any of his 
novels IS not considerable , his novels, that is to say, are 
largely transcriptions of his own experience, and his heroes 
are but various portraits of the artist as a yoimg man , The 
modem novel I had read had been, on the other hand, what 
we would call objective , the portrait of a cad with whom 
the author would m no sense wish to be identified I then 
put the following questions to myself 

(1) Does the attempt to be objective m fiction mevitably 

mvolve the author in shallow creations — in two- 
dimensional pamtmg which lacks the subjective 
depth of tmth 

(2) Is there a fundamental conflict between creation and 

observation , between the imaginative and the 
scientific faculties ^ That is to say, is self-observa- 
tion the only creative kmd of observation 

(3) Is there an order of fiction emancipated from observ- 

ation and the naturahsm it always imphes 
Questions which I did not answer to my own satisfaction, 
but questions which imply a profound discontent with the 
present standards of fiction 
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I noted as I read Brulard that it was exactly a hundred 
years since it was written There are few centenaries better 
worth keeping — ^and to keep the centenary of a book it is 
only necessary to re-read it In this journal Stendhal t»ied 
to give a completely honest portrait of himself Admittedly 
a difficult thing to do^^ but often, it will be said, achieved by 
other writers But never, I would retort, m quite the same 
way Never with quite the same absence of distortion 
The difficulty, when you look m a nurror, is not to adopt an 
attitude, an artificial alertness The fault with those great 
self-confessors, Montaigne and Rousseau, is what Stendhal 
called I’emphase ” , the self is emphasized, accented, 
placed in a limelight which is not part of its natural outfit 
The same fault is to be found in various modem confessions 
— ^in Andre Gide’s, for example Gide is aware of these 
subtleties of pose — ^aware, too, of his Stendhal , but it is 
always the photogemc face — ^the face of the man photo- 
graphing himself Even if the effect is that of a snapshot, 
we feel that the camera was first fixed in position, and 
that the author himself surreptitiously pulled the strmg 

The alternative, as Stendhal feared, is superficially dull 
But personally I find myself fascinated by every detail of 
StendhaPs life of a man supremely intelligent, supremely 
human, and supremely honest m his writing It is a umque 
combmation 

In one of those model obituaries of himself which Stendhal 
thoughtfully provides for posterity, he suras up his taste 
m these words, “ II aima Gimarosa, Shakespeare, Mozart, 
le Gorr^ge That was written m 1821, and is a fair test of 
Stendhal’s artistic discrimmation Our discnmmation is 
no more absolute m 1935 than his was m 1821, but m at 
least two cases, Shakespeare and Mozart, time has marvel- 
lously confirmed his choice — a choice by no means mevit- 
able a hundred years ago As for Gimarosa, present 
musical fashions keep us m profound ignorance of his 
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work , but the fact that Stendhal ranked his music with 
Mozart’s is enough to make me suspect that our neglect is 
unjustified B^t Correggio^ '^Correggio is by ne means 
unappreciated to-day — not long ago he was one of the minor 
sensations of the Italian Exhibition in Pans , and I dare 
prophesy that before another century has elapsed, this 
choice of Stendhal’s will seem less eccentric I mean, that 
not knowing El Greco, Gorreggio was almost the only 
choice possible for Stendhal 

L’emphase ”, the quality Stendhal disliked so much 
m hterature, has one meamng in the original Greek, 
another m French, and still another in English Stendhal 
meant what perhaps we should now call affectation But 
takmg the word in its normal English sense, as a stress 
placed on a word to make its particular sigmficance evident, 
it imght still be used as a test of style Emphasis makes for 
good journalism and for bad hterature In good writing 
mdividual words need no particular emphasis they con- 
vey their full force by their perfect syntax, by their place 
m the sentence and in the architecture of the paragraph 
A writer with an emphatic style is just as objectionable as 
a man with a loud voice 


64 Georges Rouault 

The first thing that strikes us on entering a room, m which 
Rouault’s paintings are hung is that we are no longer in 
a private world It is no more private than a medieval 
cathedral — to the decorative art of which it has direct 
resemblances It may be that the derivation is too direct, 
and that Rouault has adopted the language of the Middle 
Ages because he could not find one of our own age But the 
lesson nevertheless is there to learn This is a pubhc style, 
announcmg important truths m unmistakeable terms 
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Subtleties, intimate relationships, are subordinated to sun- 
phcity and economy and strength The scale is infinite 
Almost <ia.ny one of these subjects could be ’Enlarged to the 
size of a poster, a mural, a stained-glass wmdow, and ^^nly 
gam by the process I would like to see a Rouault exhi 
bition brought into the midst, not of experienced amateurs, 
but of unsophisticated workmen and peasants I know it 
IS possible that the world does not contam a comer free 
from the slime of sentimentahty, for where there has been 
no art people have accepted for generations the cheap 
substitutes poured out by the press and more recently by 
the cmema and the radio If the unsophisticated man is a 
myth, then our civilization is already doomed But if he 
does exist, and can form a nucleus from which a new world 
can grow, then he will demand from the artist, not a private 
world, but a public style 

I am not suggestmg that a public style is necessarily a 
medieval style, or that Rouault is an artist who should be 
umversally mutated There are two styles of art which, 
though they also have been too sophisticated and private 
m the between-war years, do hold the possibihty of 
a pubhc style — I mean constructivism and surreahsme 
Constructivism has evolved m architecture what we have 
already been m the habit of calling an international idiom, 
and an mtemational idiom is only a sophisticated way of 
saying a pubhc style As for surrealtsme^ when it has finally 
accomplished its destructive work (and the war is rapidly 
domg that for^it) and begins to concentrate on the problems 
which have been raised m art by the discovery of the 
imconscious, then it may evolve something m the nature 
of a collective idiom In The Integration of the Personality 
Jung has suggested that the modem world is suffering from 
the consequences of iconoclasm, from the lack of any 
archetypal symbols to act as safety-valves for the suppressed 
forces of what he calls the collective unconscious The 
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artist, firom prehisto/Ic times down to the Middle Ages, 
was the agent who created these symbols for society, and 
he has now td^recover that pTiblic function 


65 A Community of Individuals 

The structure of European society is breaking down 
before our eyes Apart from the conservative policy of 
trying to shore it up, there exist various drastic schemes for 
rebuilding it on a securer basis These various schemes 
as evolved by representative politicians can all be reduced 
to three types (i) the totahtarian state , (2) the social 

democratic state , and (3) a Christian society — ^which 
might conceivably be identical with (2) but not with (i) 
So much has been written against the idea of a totalitarian 
state by social democrats and Christians that I do not feel 
It IS necessary for me to repeat any of the arguments now 
The subordmation of the mdividual to an abstraction hke 
the state is so openly contradictory to any behef m the 
dignity and freedom of the mdividual that it cannot for a 
moment be tolerated by someone who begins with a pro 
fession of mdividualism I would, however, like to take 
this opportumty to point out a certam danger which 
modem events have shown to be inherent m purely specu- 
lative philosophy The philosophy of Hegel, to which we 
can trace the ideology which has inspired modem 
totahtanan doctrines of the state, was first pf all put for- 
ward as a justification of the autonomy of the spirit, of the 
faculty of thought HegeFs conception of the state, and 
of the mdividuars relation to the state, was an abstract 
conception, justified by reason and logic, and even by 
aesthetic sensibihty Like Plato’s republic, it is a pretty 
thmg to think about It is in its practical consequences 
that it is so appalling, and if Hegel had had the imagination 
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to foresee these consequences he would never have pro- 
pounded the idea with such energy and insistence For 
after ali^ Hegel himself did oeueve m freedom It was^ for 
him, rather a fundamental belief, as the following qi^ot^^ion 
shows 

If we say that the consciousness of freedom is con- 
nected with the appearance of Philosophy, this prmciple 
must be a fundamental one with those with whom 
Philosophy begins , a people having this consciousness 
of fireedom founds its existence on that principle seemg 
that the laws and the whole circumstances of the people 
are based only on the notion that Mmd forms of itself^ 
and m the categories which it has Connected with this 
on the practical side, is the fact that actual fireedom 
develops pohtical freedom, and this only begins where 
the mdividual knows himself as an mdependent mdi- 
vidual to be umversal and real, where his significance is 
infimte, or where the subject has attained the conscious- 
ness of personality and tiius desires to be esteemed for 
himself alone Free, philosophic thought has this direct 
connection with practical freedom, that as the former 
supphes thought about the absolute, umversal and real 
object, the latter, because it thinks itself, gives itself the 
character of umversahty On account of this general 

connection between pohtical freedom and the fireedom 
of thought. Philosophy only appears m Ehstory where 
and m as far as firee institutions are formed ^ 

I am not sure that I can understand or accept the reason- 
ing by which Hegel arrives at his comparatively simple 
conclusion, but that conclusion is a historical fact It is 
a fact which has been demonstrated negaUvely m Hegel^s 
country m our own time It is all the more ironical, there- 
fore, to observe in this same History of Philosophy that Hegel 
assigns the whole future of philosophy, and indeed all future 
progress m human thought, to the Teutomc world 

Every thinking man must know m his heart, even if he 

^History of Philosophy, IntroducUon, B, 3, a Trans by E S 
EWdane London (K^an Paul), 1892 

311 



A Coat of Many Colours 

e 

does not find it expedient to confess it^ that to bring into 
being a totalitarian conception of society is an act of 
despair The ^hole of what ^e mean by civiliz?»tion or 
cnlttire has been built up by a dialectical process, a process 
which imphes the free exchange and discussion of dis- 
coveries and ideas The only alternative form of society 
which might seem to question such freedom of discussion 
IS the Christian conception 

How deeply opposed the Christian doctrme is to the 
totahtarian conception of the state has been clearly revealed 
m recent pronoimcements from the Vatican, particularly 
m the Encyclical Quadragesimo Anno (1931) The Pope’s 
drastic condemnation of the idea that the state is some- 
thing ultimate, to which everything else should be subordi- 
nated is piobably supported by Christians of every 
denomination It is only when we come to the positive 
ideas about society \/hich Christians put forward as an 
alternative to present conditions that we are likely to 
encounter disagreement both inside and outside the 
Christian commumty 

The Christian conception of society, considered apart 
from Its doctrmal implications, has much to attract the 
mdividualist The Christian is, or should be, a peaceful 
and just citizen, and the monastic commumties which he 
has from time to time established outside the framework of 
society have often been a last refuge for the finer values of 
civilization The tdea of a Christian society, as advocated 
by an apologist hke Mr Eliot m his recent, book of that 
title, is one which has no obvious disadvantages for the 
mdividual, for it respects his personality and will even 
tolerate his neutrahty And as for the social ethics of 
Chnstiamty — love your neighbour as yourself, do unto 
others as you yomaself would be done by, render unto 
Caesar the things which are Caesar’s, etc — they are per- 
fectly consonant with the land of society which I desue 
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But the idea of a Christian society has been tried before in 
the history of the world, and from my pomt of view it was 
not a gpeat success It suffered from two defects which are 
still inseparable from the idea an organized Chu^h^nd 
a supernatural sanction An organized Church implies 
all-powerfrd institution and a hierarchy of officials, and 
even supposmg that the institution as it exists now could 
be purged and reformed to give the idea of a Christian 
society a fair trial under modem conditions, I see no reason 
to suppose that it would not quickly succumb to the vices 
inherent m institutionalism (not merely Erastianism, but 
also simony, worldlmess, tyranny and bureaucratic despot- 
ism) Power corrupts the natural goodness even of 
Christians Or m the words of Kierkegaard who had 
deeply considered this problem as a Christian 

The clergy are royal officials, and officialdom is m- 
commensurable with Ghristiamty You see, God is 

sovereign, but then we also have all these human beings 
who want to hve at ease m comfort, and so they give 
them all Ghnstiamty, and thus support a thousand 
clergymen , nobody m the country can die happy with- 
out belongmg to this vested mterest , the consequence is 
that they becomb sovereign, and it is all over with Gkid’s 
sovereignty , but He must be obeyed throughout ^ 

The second feature of such a society is perhaps not so 
much an i n herent defect as an anachronism Those 
Christians who smeerely advocate a form of society which 
will not merely be based on a Christian ethic, but m which 
a Christian Church will be an established, pre-empted and 
active unit, seem to me to ignore a positive development 
which has taken place m the last himdred yeaxs»- By various 
agencies — umversal education, cheap books and news- 
papers, the technique of vulgarization — the ever-mcreasing 

^ Quoted by David F Swenson in his Introduction to hxs 
translation of KLierkegaard’s PhtLosophical Fragments (Oxford Umv 
Press, 1936), p XXIX 
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fund of scientific knowledge about the universe and the 
process of its historical evolution has become so diffused 
that the state ot doubt y which f&rmerly afflicted a ijamonty 
of fiit^lectual heretics^, is now umversal I would also 
suggest that the actual character of this knowledge has 
become much more positive and mclusive, leaving very 
httle to be ascribed to the agency of a supernatural power 
As a result, the minority (as it actually is) of behevers, m 
advanced civilizations, now consists of the very ignorant 
and the very clever Apart from the imquestionmg behef of 
those few classes still untouched by the diffusion of know 
ledge, behef m a supernatural order reqmres a high degree 
of intellectual effort — ^which may explain the emphasis 
which apologists like M Mantain, Mr Ehot and Father 
D’Arcy nowadays place on the mtellectual element m faith 

I am not suggesting that the state of our scientific know- 
ledge IS final or absolute — ^it obviously rests on all kin ds of 
unvenfiable hypotheses But it presents to the lay mind 
a firont of such credibihty and logicahty that in comparison 
any irrational explanation of the universe simply stands ^o 
chance of general acceptance Admittedly our knowledge 
IS not sufficient to answer the eternal questions To what 
purpose were we born ^ What is the end of Man ^ But 
It can at least persuade us that such questions are 
imanswerable 

For these reasons I come to the conclusion that whatever 
may from a philosophical point of view be desirable, what 
Mr Ehot calls a Neutral Society is inevit»able Such a 
society might very possibly adopt m a large measure the 
ethics of Ghnstiamty, which have proved on the whole so 
smtable to our philosophical as well as our practical needs 
It might even become aware of the necessity of a more 
strict obsejrvance of moral laws — indeed, it is a significant 
fact that the loss of belief in supernatural sanctions has not 
entailed any di m inution m the general observance of 
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Christian morality Private morals have tended to improve 
m Ime with the general impjfovement in social conditions 
There i? absolutely no correlation nowadays betwgen 
good ’’ people and rehgious ” people , nor, £o7 that 
matter, between nations which are predominantly Christian 
and nations which show some respect for pubhc morahty 
It IS the predommantly Christian countries which are most 
deeply co mmi tted to the amorality of power pohtics 
Morahty, m fact, has become dissociated from rehgion, 
and there is no evidence to show that it need ever agam 
be dependent on it It is difficult to beheve that without 
violence to our mtellectual understandmg of the world we 
can ever agam transform ourselves mto what Christians 
mean by a Christian Society 

At the same time it is equally mconceivable that we 
should accept any form of society based on an alternative 
irrational creed The paganism which is sometimes 
imposed on the naked materialism of the German system 
IS open to the same objections as Chnstianism it cannot for 
long contend agamst the scepticism of the educated majority 
This IS the dilemma which faces everyone who hopes to 
save our present civilization by a return to rehgious sanc- 
tions Whilst msistmg that this dilemma is mescapable, 
no one who has given the least thought to the morphology 
of societies will be disposed to deny that they always depend 
for their cohesion and survival upon some unifying idea, 
which unifying idea has generally been of a mystical or 
religious kmd Only the most inveterate rationalist would 
be hardy enough to beheve that a society imght exist on a 
purely rational basis I do not say that the idea of a 
rational society is impossible a coimtry like Sweden is 
even near to the realization of such an idea But for my 
own part I do not estimate the survival value of such a 
society very highly — ^it would probably die of a kmd of 
communal accidie 
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As for the ‘ mystique of nationalism^ which is probably 
the most vitaX cohesive forc^ to-day in a country like 
Fr^ce, and which sometimes seems to be the only Q,dequate 
sufi^sti'ftite for religion^ it tends to create conditions which 
foster the aggressive impulses of mankind and which lead 
to the progressive exhaustion of our civilization by war 

I have not yet mentioned the second of the three schemes 
for a new society which I mentioned at the beginning of this 
article democratic socialism Democracy has been so 
much reviled of late that a smgular fact should be stated 
simply democracy has never yet been tried Democracy 
IS not consistent with the financial oligarchism which has 
prevailed in Europe and America ever since the decay of 
the landed aristocracy Nothing corresponding to a demo- 
cracy is possible unless a freely elected government 
controls the production and distribution of the economic 
wealth of a country and establishes a virtual egahtananism 
Nothing near to that condition of affairs exists anywhere 
m the world, not even m Russia where for a year or two 
It seemed possible When it does exist — that is to say, 
when we have a classless society exploitmg the resources of 
the earth for the general benefit of the community of mdi- 
viduals — ^then the ethical conceptions of that society will 
change so radically that nothmg we can imagine now is 
likely to meet its needs — ^though one might suggest that 
the Christian ethic presupposes many of the general features 
of such a society 

My own objection to such a society is that, as generally 
envisaged by socialists, it involves that very institutionalism 
which I have~ already found fatal to the acceptanpe of the 
idea of a Christian society The tragic fate of the Russian 
democracy is there to warn us That democracy was 
maimed m the very process of bemg born, and a few 
sadistic obstetricians have kept their grip on the weakling 
ever smce It is not likely that a true democracy will ever 
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come mto bemg so violently If anywhere, it will probably 
emerge first m the British Commonwealth we have evolved 
slowly tQwards the potentialities and we probably have a 
psychological predisposition for its requisite ideals — if only 
in such vulgar notions as fair play, team spirit, etc But we 
shall have to anticipate the dangers inherent m a centrahzed 
bureaucracy, and our whole future will depend on our 
abihty to avoid them I beheve that they can be avoided 
by makmg the ultimate ideal anarchism, and by deter- 
immng every step m the transition towards and beyond 
democratic socialism by this ideal 

In short, anarchism is the mystique ” which I propose 
for a democratic society I do not pretend that anarchism 
IS an idea of society which can be realized as immediately 
as democratic socialism I beheve that the only idea of 
a society which is capable of guaranteeing the mtegnty of 
the person is the negation of the idea of society Every 
advance towards commumty must be countered by an 
affirmation of individual freedom Every law must allow for 
its violation The greatest power must be vested in the 
humblest men Every act of government must involve 
a limit of service and an impermanency of office The 
continuity of life should be as mvisible as the prevailing 
wmd No drums to bang, no flags to wave , no salutes 
or genuflections, no armies marching or choirs smgmg , 
but only the still small voice and the orient wheat 


66 Picasso^ s “ Guernica 

Art long ago ceased to be monumental To be monu- 
mental, as the art of Michelangelo or Rubens was monu- 
mental, the age must have a sense of glory The artist 
must have some faith m his fellow men, and some confidence 
m the civilization to which he belongs Such an attitude 
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IS not possible" in the modem world — at least, not in our 
Western European world We have hved through the 
greatest war n? history, but we find it celebrated^m thou- 
saijds of mean, false and essentially unheroic monuments 
Ten iSiUion men killed, but no breath of inspiration from 
their dead bodies Just a scramble for contracts and fees, 
and an imconcealed desire to make the most utihtarian use 
of the firuits of heroism 

Monumental art is inspired by creative actions It may 
be that sometimes the artist is deceived, but he shares his 
illusion with his age He hves m a state of faith, of creative 
and optimistic faith But m our age even an illusion is not 
tenable When it is given out that a great Christian hero 
IS leading a new crusade for the faith, even his followers 
are not deceived A Christian crusade is not fought with 
the aid of infidel Moors, nor with fascist bombs and tanks 
And when a Repubhc announces that it is fightmg to 
defend hberty and equahty, we are compelled to doubt 
whether these values will survive the autocratic methods 
adopted to establish them The artist, at the lowest level 
of prestige and authority he has ever reached m the history 
of civilization, is compelled to doubt those who despise 
him 

The only logical monument would be some sort of 
negative monument A monument to disillusion, to des- 
pair, to destruction It was mevitable that the greatest 
artist of our time should be driven to this conclusion 
Frustrated m his creative affirmations, limited m scope and 
scale by the timidities and customs of the age, he can at 
best make a monument to the vast forces of evil which seek 
to control our hves a monument of protestation When 
those forces mvade his native land, and destroy with calcu- 
lated brutahty a shrme pecuharly mvested with the sense 
of glory, then the impulse to protest takes on a monumental 
grandeur Picasso’s great fresco is a monument to destruc- 
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tion^ a cry of outrage and horror amplihed by the spirit 
of genius 

It h#s been said that tMis painting is 't>bscure — ^that it 
cannot appeal to the soldier of the republic, to the paan 
in the street, to the communist m his cell , but actually its 
elements are clear .and openly symboheal The hght of 
day and night reveals a scene of horror and destruction , 
the eviscerated horse, the wnthmg bodies of men and 
women, betray the passage of the infuriated bull, who 
turns triumphantly m the background, tense with lust and 
stupid power , whilst from a window Truth, whose features 
are the tragic mask m all its classical punty, extends her 
lamp over the carnage The great canvas is flooded with 
pity and terror, but over it all is imposed that nameless 
grace which arises from their cathartic equilibnum 

Not only Ouernica, but Spam , not only Spam, but 
Europe, are symbohzed m this allegory It is the modem 
Calvary, the agony m the bomb-shattered ru m s of human 
tenderness and faith It is a rehgious picture, pamted, 
not with the same kmd, but with the same degree of fervour 
that mspired Grunewald and the Master of the Avignon 
Piet^, Van Eyck and Bellim It is not sufficient to compare 
the Picasso of this pamtmg with the Goya of the Des- 
astres Goya, too, was a great artist, and a great human- 
ist , but his reactions were individualistic — his instruments 
irony, satire, ridicule Picasso is more universal , his 
symbols are banal, like the symbols of Homer, Dante, 
Cervantes JFot it is only when the widest commonplace 
IS infused with the mtensest passion that a great work of 
art, transcending all schools and categories, is bom , and 
bemg bom, hves immortally 
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6^ Machine JEsthetic 

Fo'Eefhc average Englishman, American industry means 
Ford cars and skyscrapers, and there has not been much 
disposition on his part to treat these phenomena philosophi- 
cally, to find a new canon of beauty m them Indeed, the 
Englishman prefers to confine his philosophy to the cloistered 
precmcts of the universities (where, incidentally, the exist- 
ence of a philosophy of art is not recognized) and he does 
not even mduige in those gemal moralizations which, I 
beheve, characterize the American busmess man m his 
leisure moments The growth of any consciousness of the 
need for a new aesthetic has been very slow in our country , 
what xmeasmess there has been durmg the last hundred 
years has always avoided the issue, turnmg away from the 
problems presented by the machme and yearning for the 
return of an idealized guild system of handworkers This 
tendency, which was rarely, if ever, the practical policy of 
mdustnalists themselves, was nevertheless taken seriously 
m some quarters , a movement was created, if only by 
poets, which forced the aesthetic problem of mdustrial pro- 
duction mto some sort of mtemational prominence What 
m England remamed the practice of a few cranks became, 
on the Gontment, a movement affectmg industry as a 
whole It is perhaps too early to claim that m its developed 
form this mdustnal aesthetic has hit England fair and 
square , but in many obscure and mdirect ways the 
practical ideals which were represented on the Gontment 
by the Bauhaus have penetrated mto this country At 
least, it would be fair to say that m architecture and the 
related mdustnal arts (furniture, lightmg eqmpment, 
domestic utensils, etc ) we have learned more from Ger- 
many, Scandi n avia, and France than from America This 
13 not to claim that we have learned much , we have so 
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much more to unlearn than most countries Nor does it 
exclude the possibihty that m what we have absorbed from 
the CfT^tment there is silready an eleiAent which the 
Contment took from America 

I am not much given to defending the so-called common 
sense of my countrymen , it is but a pohte name for a 
widespread inabihty to perform any mental operation 
involvmg mtellectual abstraction I need not pomt out 
the advantages of this attitude m the field of pohtics 
Trust m God, but keep your powder dry is our national 
motto, and it imphes that combmation of blmd faith and 
practical cunmng which has made the British Empire 
what it IS It IS true that we may on occasions cha ng e our 
faith, but not as a result of mtellectual suasion , we change 
our faith, like our clothes, because we have grown out of 
them, and they begm to pmch A change of heart is not 
impossible, but a change of head would be regarded as a 
sign of weakness ** Ours not to reason why to mention 
another national motto The apphcation of these general- 
izations to our present subject is obvious It means that 
the presentation of a logical aesthetic for modem archi- 
tecture and mdustrial art m England is quite useless 
England will never proceed on a prion lines , she will take 
It or leave it, it m this case bemg any form of dogmatic 
aesthetic law The only laws that are recognized are 
practical laws — ^for the most part laws defending the rights 
of property owners Even those laws which to a casual 
observer might seem to have an aesthetic motive — ^town- 
plannmg regulations, preservation of rural amemties, etc 
— are always given a pragmatic or utilitarian sanction , it 
IS not for us a question of beauty, but of health And 
naturally, we do not consciously identify health and beauty, 
in the manner of Hitler ^ 

1 Gf his speech at the Reichsparteitag, Nuremburg, 1936 ^ 
‘‘ Das Gebot unserer Schonheit soli immer heissen Gesundheit ” 
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Confronted with the beauty of New York, the Enghsh- 
man will instinctively begm to explam it away He will 
point out that tke skyscraper isran adventitious product — . 
the ijievitable product of fantastic land values on a confined 
space ^He finds peculiar satisfaction m demonstrating 
that every progressive step m the development of the sky- 
scraper can be explamed on similar materialistic Imes If 
this attitude was due to a tender philosophical regard for 
the absolute nature of beauty, it would be admirably 
idealistic But the actual motive is just the contrary , 
the wish to deny the existence of any aesthetic quality in 
such a product of the machine age What Lewis Mumford 
has defined as the prerequisite of any further development 
of aesthetic capacity in the human race — the assimilation of 
the machine — that is the step which so far the Englishman 
has refused to take He sees a complete distmction between 
the vital and orgamc elements of his inherited concept of 
beauty and the purely mechanistic elements of machme 
production , and not bemg by nature a dialectician, he 
does not beheve m the synthetic resolution of such con- 
tradictions 

Since I do not know America at first hand, I cannot 
assume that it already offers us the completed synthesis 
I only know it is impossible that there should exist m 
America the formidable obstacles which face the English 
architect and designer whichever way he turns — the 
obstacle of subsidized academic prejudice, and the stdl 
greater obstacle of prevailing traditionalist^ and con- 
servatism It IS the presence of these obstacles which has 
determined our tactics Here the struggle is primarily an 
ideological one We have to break down one concept of 
beauty and estabhsh a new one If m support of our 
theories we appeal to the evidence of the facts, the facts 
on which we rely are everywhere dommated by the residues 
of ancient civilizations Gonceive, if you can, the prob- 
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ability of an architect being allowed to build a vitally 
modem building withm the sacred precmcts of Oxford or 
Cambridge ’ But that is aprecisely the ktnd of difiSculty 
which laces the industrial artist m England whichevcr^ay 
he turns It may be that a not inconsiderable snobbery 
operates against the modem artist and architect m America, 
but snobbery can always be ridiculed and shaken , m the 
Old World we need the faith to move, if not mountains, 
at least monuments 

The new aesthetic must be based on the fundamentally 
new factor m modem civilization — ^large-scale machine 
production That method of production mvolves certam 
characteristics which contradict the accepted notion of 
beauty — ^they are generally indicated by the word standard- 
ijzatton In itself, standardization is not an aesthetic ques- 
tion If a thing IS beautiful, you do not diminish that 
beauty by reproducing it You may complam that the 
reprodjiction is not exact, but again that has nothmg to do 
with the question Standardized machine products are 
exact rephcas of one another, and if one is beautiful, the 
rest are beautiful What the critics of machine art object 
to when they talk about standardization is not the fact of 
standardization, but rather its failure to reproduce certain 
quahties which they regard as essential to art Art, they 
would say, mevitably mvolves a unique personal element, 
an arbitrary and accidental quahty peculiar to the moment 
of creation , and this element or quahty, they assume, is 
not capable ^f bemg mechamcally reproduced 

There are two possible answers to this objection We 
may admit that certain forms of personal expression are 
not smtable for mechamcal reproduction as standardized 
objects, but we claim that the creative ivill of the artist 
can and should be adapted to the new conditions We 
draw attention to a certam type of modern art (abstract, 
non-representational or constructivist art) which, while still 
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remajrung a very personal expression of the individual 
artists who produce it, is nevertheless the prototype of 
machine art tSuch works of^art could be repi;pduced 
without losing any of their aesthetic qualities , and utili- 
tanan objects which express similar aesthetic qualities are 
actually reproduced in the standard products of modem 
mdustry 

The other answer is more drastic It challenges the 
values inherent m the personal or individualistic criterion 
of beauty The modern car, which incorporates the refined 
sensibility of a succession of designers, is a collective work 
of art of far greater value than the pamtmg or statue which 
is the expression of the mood or thought of an mdividual 
Even the past might be appealed to m support of this con- 
tention, and great impersonal works of art like the Pyramids 
of Egypt or the Gothic cathedrals are quoted as examples 
of collective works of art The argument is perhaps a httle 
specious, but It may surely be admitted that the tremulous 
idiosyncrasies which many critics regard as the final quahty 
m art can be sacrificed if m their stead we can place qualities 
of precision and exactitude which have an equal claim on 
the aesthetic sensibihty Perhaps the only mistake we can 
make is to attempt to drive art into a single track The 
mystery, the magic, the imponderable and mcommensurable 
maj^ty of the Sphinx exists side by side with the geometrical 
exactitude, the mathematical precision of the Pyramids 


68 Andre Gide 

Gemius is sometimes difficult to transplant, and among 
modern instances there is none so striking as Gide’s In 
France his influence pervades every section of mtellectual 
life La Nouvelle Revue Frangaise^ which he founded, has 
been the organ of all that is vital m contemporary French 
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literature^ and the only school of thought that stands apart 
— the Cathohcs under Claudel and Massis — ^has to a large 
extent libeen goaaed. into action by U-ide's success The 
only comparable figure in this country is BemarcJ Slitaw, 
but a comparison of the two would only serve to show how 
superficial and naive a moralist must be to succeed with us 
It is true that Shaw has, even ostensibly, dealt with “ un- 
pleasant themes, but they are of the kind that require 
social remedies , they do not mvolve moral dilemmas 
And yet there is something so essentially Protestant m Gidc, 
and his problems are so much the problems of the redeemed 
puntan, that obviously his work should provoke great 
interest m a community where this type is the rule rather 
than the exception Perhaps the explanation hes m 
fortmtous facts , six of Gide’s most important books 
appeared m English translations between the years 1928 
and 1930, and then that particular publisher went out of 
busmess But I do not remember the books making any 
stir at the time, and no doubt we must look for a more 
convmcmg explanation of Gide^s lack of appeal to English 
readers 

Gide’s work as a whole may be regarded as a pro- 
longed debate on the subject of morahty ” ^ Gide himself 
would admit as much, and seek the explanation m his 
origins and early upbringing His father was a professor 
of jurisprudence from the Gevennes , his mother a nch 
heiress from Normandy They were devout Protestants, 
and Gide was brought up in an atmosphere of sheltered 
bourgeois respectabihty His father died when he was 
eleven, and his mother acquired a very complete dominance 
over his affections Already m his boyhood he betrayed 
neurotic symptoms , on account of his precocious sexual 
mstmets, he was expelled from his first school Tsi S% le 
Grain ne meurt^ his early development is related with com- 
^ L6on Pierre-Qumt Andri Gide London (Gape), 1934 
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plete frankness a but there is a passage m that book where, 
seeknig to explain his personality in terms of heredity, 
Gide unconsciously betrays his fimitations as a psychologist 
He ^ha^ been speaking of the extraordmary difference 
between the two families from which he sprang, and between 
the provmces to which they belonged — contradictory 
influences jomed m him 

Often I feel that I was forced to create a work of art 
because only in that way could I harmonize those ele- 
ments which otherwise would have contmued to war 
withm me — or at least to debate There is no doubt that 
the only people who are capable of positive achievements 
are those who can prolong the hne of their heredity m 
a smgle direction On the other hand, I believe that 
eccentrics and artists are recruited from among the 
offspring of cross-breedmg, m whom contradictory forces 
coexist, and multiply and neutralize each other 

For proof Gide appeals to history, but complains that 
his dictionaries and biographies never tell us about the 
maternal ongm of great men If they had, it might have 
been necessary to amend his generalization, for it is not 
borne out by the facts, so far as we know them The facts, 
for example, classified by Havelock Ellis in his Study of 
BnUsh Gtmus^ show that out of 1030 persons included m the 
mquiry, only 133 were of mixed British, or mixed British 
and foreign ongm But the pomt I wish to make is that 
the very reason given by Gide as the probable explanation 
of his development as an artist is really the explanation of 
why he is such an imperfect artist I behe^e it could be 
shown that the artist is never a moralist, that there is an 
mcompatibihty between the “judging*^ attitude and the 
creative ” attitude, for the latter is always sympathetic 
But It is perhaps sufficient to pomt out that m none of 
Gide*s books, with the possible exception of JU Retour de 
VEnfant Prodtgue^ has the author betrayed that sense of 
form which is essential to the work of art We should note 
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With suspicion how often his books take the form of a journal 
— that most martistic mode of hterary expression Gide’s 
worksy>m fact^ are one Agenbite o? Inwit, the self- 

examination of a conscience-stricken moralist CJide’s 
importance, that is to say, is primarily ethical and socio- 
logicail , he is a writer of excellent prose, and on that 
account is to be acknowledged as a skiUed craftsman* 
Even when we calmly consider his work from t h is point 
of view, we have to admit that he has been preceded by 
a greater figure, whose achievement overshadows Gide's, 
and of whom Gide is but a humble follower — I mean 
Nietzsche Nietzsche and Dostoevsky are Gide’s masters, 
his work a dilution and extension of theirs- (just as Shaw’s 
work IS a clever exegesis of Butler, Ibsen and Marx) In 
a sense, however, it is misleading to trail these n a m es across 
Gide’s track, because Gide has neither aimed at the con- 
sistency of a philosophy nor at the creation of an epic His 
work is personal, and the best part of it is mtrospective 
Above all, it is the problem of personal smeenty that has 
exercised Gide’s mind, for he has seen clearly enough that 
the problem of smeenty is the key to aesthetic as well as 
moral values 

This imtatmg problem [he once wrote] is everything 
to me To know whether I feel what I beheve myself to 
be feeling , whether I am my smgle self or double, or 
triple, or no thin g , whether I now from my consciousness 
or am comcident therewith , if beneath the contmuous 
deterioration of body and soul, anything of me remains 
constant 

Absolute smeenty, Gide concludes, is only possible m the 
act of creation , that is to say, when the reason retires and 
truth speaks for itself and prevails by virtue of its imme- 
diacy ” It will be obvious how directly such a theory 
leads to mdividuahsm m ethics What is more difficult to 
sec IS how It leads to communism m pohtics 
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The somewhat simster quality in Gide’s reputation is 
due to his attitude towards homosexuality , he is the first 
modem writer 6f any status irho has openly coijdoned 
mvetision , he has done more, for m Coiydon he has idealized 
It To wnat extent his attitude can be justified on scientific 
and historical grounds is perhaps a moot pomt , Mr 
Montgomery Belgion, who discussed the question at some 
length m the study of Gide mcluded in his book. Our Present 
Philosophy of Life, came to the conclusion that m our present 
state of knowledge no scientific basis for Gide’s attitude was 
possible There is no doubt, however, that Gide was justi- 
fied in hftmg the taboo which had hitherto suppressed any 
sane discussion of the subject But the furore he thus raised 
subsided before the greater scandal of his acceptance and 
subsequent rejection of communism He first accepted 
communism as the expression of his passion for fireedom 
and justice he went to Russia and discovered that the 
social reahty had httle correspondence to the poliUcal ideal 
On his return he proved himself faithful, not to a creed, 
nor to a promise, but to the evidence of his own senses 
It was an act of mtegnty worthy of his admired Montaigne, 
if not precisely with M!ontaigne’s motive Somewhere m 
his Journal Gide says that no one could persuade him to 
beheve m God because it would make life more agreeable 
He feels that his strength comes from the disdain of comfort, 
and for that reason he would reject “ le mol et doux 
oreiller de Montaigne ” It is perhaps for that reason, he 
adds, that he is attracted to communism — -just as, for the 
same reason, others fear it But in the end he would admit 
that such stoic aids to virtue are not to be purchased at the 
cost of personal mtegnty 

The subtlety and vanety of Gide’s mtelligence are not 
covered by this brief note I think it will be found, when 
the perspective is clear enough, that he has been the most 
representative spint of his tormented age — representative 
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xa his profundity, but also in some quality which I can only 
call a profound insincerity Les extremes me touchent 
IS his adopted motto it 2 the motto of a divided mind 


69 'The Duality of Leonardo 

The name of Leonardo da Vmci inspires somethmg like 
universal awe with a certain type of mtellectual he is 
almost the object of a cult No other man, it would seem, 
has ever had such a diverse mtelligence, or been so supreme 
at once in art and m science Goethe perhaps comes 
nearest, but by comparison Goethe is imperfect and faUible , 
and Goethe himself would not have ventured the compari- 
son And though there are Goethe Societies up and down 
the world, they do not practise a cult For the basis of 
a cult IS a mystery, and firom the first Leonardo was a 
mysterious figure He was even in danger of being re- 
garded as a necromancer and heretic , his experiments 
had to be conducted m secret and his observations confined 
to cryptic notebooks But the real basis of the fascmation 
he has exercised is what Pater described as the tendency 
of his genius to lose itself m a refined and graceful 
mystery ’’ The mystery, that is to say, is not so much in 
the circumstances of Leonardo’s life and activity, as m the 
products of his gemus Durmg the whole period of the 
formation of the Leonardo legend, firom his death m 1519 
to, say, the date of Pater’s famous essay (1869), those pro- 
ducts were largely his works of art — ^that is to say, pamtmgs 
like the Mona Lisa ”, the ‘‘ Last Supper ”, and the 
Virgm of the Rocks ” The existence of his manuscripts 
was, of course, well known, but they were generally regarded 
as ghinbizzh scrkbblings , only the Trattato della Pittura^ 
or Treatise on Painting, a compilation which was probably 
made shortly after Leonardo’s death by one of his pupils, 
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had been published befoie 1883, which is the date of J P, 
Richter’s pioneer edition of the complete manuscripts 
The extent o£ these manuscripts is more than fivs thou- 
sand p^es, of all shapes and sizes, and they cover a wide 
variety of subject The standard English translation, by 
Edward MacGurdy,^ very convemently sorts Leonardo’s 
notes accordmg to their subject-matter There are forty 
sections, rangmg from Anatomy, Natural Hostory and 
Optics to Warfare, Art and Personalia The range is, 
mdeed, encyclopaedic, for there is no department of human 
knowledge mto which Leonardo did not pry with a curious 
and penetrating mind It is necessary to emphasize the 
word knowledge ” because there is one land of mental 
activity m which Leonardo did not mdulge — that which 
we call metaphysics It is true that Mr MacGurdy has 
a section which is headed Philosophy , but it consists for 
the most part of moral precepts, such as Wme is good, but 
water is preferable at table ”, or One ought not to desire 
the impossible ” 

The question which we must now ask is What effect 
does all this comparatively new material have upon the 
legend^ The legend was built up on the evidence of a 
dozen pictures and the usual gossip , here are r,200 printed 
pages which reveal the mmd of Leonardo in the precise 
terms of his logical mode of expression The mmd of 
Leonardo is no longer a mystery it is as exactly dehneated 
as any psychological type ever will be 

It cannot be pretended that the type 1$ xmiversal , we 
have only to contrast it with mmds like Plato’s and Shake- 
speare’s to see that there are whole worlds which Leonardo 
docs not touch If for a moment we put aside Leonardo’s 
artistic activity, and concentrate only on his restless research 
mto natural phenomena, we shall have no diflSculty m 

^ The Notebooks of Leonardo da Vmciy translated and edited by 
Edward MacGurdy, o. vols London (Jonathan Gape), 1938 
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admitting that Leonardo is to be regarded as a great 
scientist and inventor, a genius who anticipated many of 
the discoveries of subsequent centuries, no? only m natural 
science, but also in practical mechamcs — even ^ddem 
mventions like the aeroplane and tank He was something 
like a combmation of Darwm and Edison, though it is 
doubtful whether he had the particular kmd of synthetic 
imagination which results in an hypothesis like the Origin 
of Species His method was purely empirical, a process of 
observation and analysis of the nature of what exists, and of 
trial and error m the creation of what had not hitherto 
existed Of such a character have been all the world’s 
great natural philosophers, and it is to be observed of them 
that, however much they add to our understandmg of the 
world, they have not altered the quahty of our existence 
As a result of their mventions, men may be physically 
happier, but they are not spiritually more content 

If we now turn to Leonardo’s remarks on art, particularly 
the art of pamling which he held to be superior to all other 
arts, wc shall find that he carries mto this domam the same 
scientific method and ideals which he applied to the natural 
world It soon becomes apparent that he regards art too 
as a means to the understanding of the infinite works of 
nature ”, and pamling as superior to the other arts precisely 
because it is the most exact means of recordmg those works, 
the sole imitator of all the visible works of man — 

a subtle mvention which with philosophical and mgemous 
speculaticJn takes as its theme all the various kmds of 
forms, airs and scenes, plants, animals, grasses and 
flowers, which are surrounded by hght and shade 
The mind of the pamter should be like a mirror which 
always takes the colour of the thmg that it reflects, and 
which is filled by as many images as there are placed 
before it 

This IS, of course, the naturalistic theory of pamtmg m 
all Its pmnty, and all Leonardo’s precepts on light, shading, 
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perspective, etc have one object — to make the picture an 
exact image of the natural object He seriously recom- 
mends the pamter to take a fla^ mirror and set it «o that 
It reflects the object represented in the picture, and then to 
compare the reflection with the pamtmg His observations 
of light and shade anticipate and indeed are far more 
subtle than those of the Impressionists, though he would 
never have followed the Impressionists in their attempt to 
render the transient aspects of nature 

All this, of course, is merely cmphasizmg the fact that 
Leonardo was m this respect but the foremost and most 
logical representative of a whole tradition But it would 
be mere idolatry to suppose that because Leonardo was 
the possessor of such a great intellect, his* theory of ai t was 
necessarily the right one It is, at any rate, possible to 
put forward a theoiy which directly contradicts it, and 
which IS just as fully warranted by the history of art The 
two possible activities which we may thus set in opposition 
are (i) to observe and record, and (2) to feel and express 
Leonardo might have objected that we cannot feel without 
first observing, and that to feel strongly we must observe 
accurately But apart from the probabihty that feeling is 
a general and diffused response of the whole organism to 
its environment (suggested, for example, by the fact that 
children born bhnd have images which they can express 
in plastic form), it is fundamental to the nature of art that 
feeling is mtensified m the degree that art is selective 
The strongest feelmgs are aroused by the sim^^lest means, 
and the art of poetry, which Leonardo despised, has far 
more power to move men to laughter and tears than any 
form of pictorial representation 

Leonardo's own pamtmgs go far to contradict his 
theories Neither the “ Mona Lisa ” nor the Virgm 
of the Rocks could be found m a mirror’s reflection , and 
the “ Last Supper is a schematic projection of the scene 
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rather than an actual representation of it there is far 
more actuality m Rubens’ version of the subject, more still 
m Tingjoretto’s In other ‘•words, m his lughest moments 
Leonardo himself departs from nature to create a sijper- 
natural poetry Of that poetic imagmation there is little 
trace m the 1,1200 pages of these notebooks , but once or 
twice even his pen betrays him, as when he writes ** If 
liberty is dear to you, may you never discover that my face 
IS love’s prison ” — a sentence that might describe, but not 
explam, the mysterious suggestiveness of the ‘‘ Mona 
Lisa ” Unfortunately for the history of pamting, the 
majority of Leonardo’s successors were not to be so much 
inspired by the spirit of his pamtmgs as mdoctnnated with 
his precepts If Ltponardo’s pamtmgs have come to express 
some of the most transcendental feehngs of mankin d, his 
'Treatise on Paintings on the other hand, has been used as 
a justificafron for all that is most academic and stultifying 
m the teachmg of art 


70 "The Areopagitica 

The speech which Milton addressed to the Parl i a m e n t of 
England m 1644 for the Liberty of Unhcenc’d Prmting ” 
was provoked by the particular circumstances of the time 
Those circumstances had their pattern m the past, most 
notably m the Spanish Inquisition but Milton could not 
have foreseei;^ that they would recur m the future, and that 
three hundred years after the appearance of his pamphlet, 
his words would be as apt as if they had come hot from the 
press The Areopagitica is Milton’s greatest prose work, 
and this rank is given to it on account of its inherent 
qualities of fervour and style but it is great also because 
of Its wisdom, Its logic and the umversal apphcation of its 
argument Every newly established tyranny brings its 
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pages to life again there is no encroachment on “ the 
hberty to know, to utter and to argue freely ’’ which it does 
not anticipate, m.nd oppose wida unanswerable reason 
The nubhc measures and commercial practices which 
to-day threaten the liberty of prmting will not be far to 
seek, but before I review them I would like to draw attention 
to some features of the situation which provoked Milton^s 
speech that find their counterpart in our own situation 
It IS sometimes assumed that the questions which agitated 
our coimtiy m the seventeenth century, and particularly 
those which broke over Milton’s head, were so theological 
or doctrmal in their nature that they no longer concern us 
Milton IS one of the chief protagonists of the Reformation 
m England the Reformation is past aijd done with, and 
the dust has settled on ten thousand tracts If we exempt 
one or two of them from obhvion, it is for qualities of 
style which we manage to enjoy while remammg indifferent 
to the imderlying argument 

That this IS a mistaken and superficial attitude is made 
very clear m the present instance We now realize, more 
clearly than ever Milton could have done, that revolutions 
have their evolution they are caused by an irreconcilable 
conflict of wills, but from the victory of the revolutionary 
party there emerges, not umty, but a reflection of the old 
conflict It seems easier for men to unite to destroy than 
It IS for them to unite to construct Just as the French 
Revolution gave birth to the violent struggle of Girondins 
and Jacobins, Dantonists and Robespiemsts,* and just as 
in our time m Russia we have seen revolution succeeded 
by the firatncidal strife of Menshevik and Bolshevik, 
Stalinists and Trotskyites, so after the Reformation m 
England there was a bitter dispute between Presbyterians 
and Independents What was the precise doctrmal 
difference between these reforming sects we need not stop 
to enquire but the Presbyterians were for the estabhsh- 
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ment of a new orthodoxy, and were the immediate object 
of that most bitter taunt of Milton^s, that new presbyter 
IS but old pnest wnt larg» ** 

In the exercise of the hberty to argue freely accordmg 
to conscience Milton had not hesitated to argue treely 
where his own conscience pricked him most keenly — that 
IS to say, on the subject of diyorce The Order of Parlia- 
ment requirmg all pubhcations to be hcensed for press by 
an official censor, and to be registered m the books of 
the Stationers’ Company, had already been m force for two 
months when Milton issued his pamphlet on 'The Doctrine 
and Dtsctphne of Divorce^ imcensored and unregistered The 
prmtmg might have been m tram before the Order was 
promulgated, but to make quite clear that his defiance was 
dehberate, Milton issued a second and enlarged edition in 
February, 1644, and addressed it openly to Parliament and 
the Assembly of Divines 

We must remember that England was m a state of civil 
war Milton belonged to the ascendant parhamentary 
party, and eryoyed the patronage and protection of its 
leader, Cromwell The outraged Presbyterians could not 
hope to succeed m a personal mdictment They therefore 
tried to catch Milton m the net of the law, and for this 
purpose entered mto alhance with the Stationers’ Company 
In August, 1644, the Company was mduced to petition 
the House of Commons to take action against all writers 
who were showing contempt of the printing ordinance 
It was then that Milton roused himself to a defence of 
unhcensed prmtmg, addressmg his remonstrance direct to 
Parliament 

The Order of Parliament of 14 June, 1643, is drafted for 
a far reachmg effect The Preamble recoimts that many 
false scandalous, seditious, and hbellous works have 

lately been published to the great defamation of Religion 
and government ’% and complains that many private pnnting- 
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presses have been set up^ thus infringing the monopoly 
rights of the Stationers’ Company It then orders^ among 
its several provi^ons^ that no Book, etc , shall firom hence- 
fbrtJjL be prmted or put to sale, unless the same be first 
approved of and licensed by such person or persons as 
both or either of the said Houses shall appomt for the 
hcensmg of the same ” In plam words, every manuscript 
must be submitted to official censorship, and hcensed, 
before it can be printed But even then the copyright — 
that is, the right to copy the manuscript m prmted type — 
is vested m the Stationers’ Company , that is to say, it is 
their monopoly, an mterest vested m them for their relief 
and the mamtenance of their poor ”, and the Order of 
Parliament gives them full power to enf9rce this right, and 
calls upon all ‘‘Justices of the Peace, Captains, Constables 
and other officers ” to assist m the search for unlicensed 
presses, and to break them up , to search for unlicensed 
books and to confiscate them , and to “ apprehend all 
authors, prmters and others ” concerned in publishing 
unlicensed books and to bnii^ them before the Houses of 
Parhament or “ the Committee of Examination ” for 
“ further punishments ” 

It was against this totalitarian edict that Milton hurled 
scorn and eloquence, his learmng and his logic Again 
he defied the regulations and issued his pamphlet unlicensed 
and unregistered He took Parliament by storm, and 
though its dehberations on the subject are not recorded, 
he won the day He was never prosecuted, and the Order 
of Parhament became a dead letter It is true that it was 
not the end of the attempt to impose a censorship on 
prmted books That attempt is made whenever a sufficient 
excuse is discovered in war or revolution we have seen 
it made in our own time If our vigilance continues 
armed with mvincible weapons, it is mainly because Milton 
forged them m his Areopagitica His arguments 
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immortal^ but it is the duty of every age to review therOj to 
burnish them till they shme m a new lights and sharpen 
them fc^ a present use 

There are four prmcipal arguments m Milton’s |pe%cli 
All I intend to do is to restate them m our current phrase- 
ology, and give them application to our current affairs 

There is first what we should now call the pragmatic 
aigument Milton’s way of expressmg it is simple, and 
we perhaps only add complications of no value if we 
convert his words mto our modem jargon Assuredly 
says Milton, we brmg not innocence mto the world, we 
brmg impurity much rather that which purifies us is 
tnall, and triall is by what is contrary ” Trial by what is 
contrary suggests tiie dialectical theory of the progressive 
development of thought which Hegel mtroduced mto 
modem philosophy, and which has played such a part m 
the social philosophy of Marx and his followers But I 
do not think Milton can be claimed for dialectical material- 
ism Tmth imght not be wholly revealed to human 
nature, but he did beheve m its absolute nature or existence 
He did not suppose that it was somethmg which was being 
discovered by a contmuous process of trial and error he 
would have said, rather, that we have an intuitive know- 
ledge of truth which must nevertheless be contmually 
proved by the process of trial and error The doctrme of 
free will, so foreign to dialectical materialism, is mvolved 
“ what wisdome can there be to choose, what contmence 
to forebeare •without the knowledge of evill^” It is a 
philosophical distmction and may therefore seem of little 
importance to some people but it might nevertheless 
explam why the practical exponents of dialectical 
materialism have shown such a readmess m our time to 
suppress what they consider false or evil why they have 
become remcamations of those glutton Fners ” and dour 
Presbyters against whom Milton directed his arguments 



A Coat of Many Colours 

Milton was above all a Humanist — the greatest repre- 
sentative m England of that movement which had 
abandoned th^ dogmatism of the Middle Ages ^ud was 
seerkmg for a natural or empirical basis for its beliefs That 
IS why I have called his first argument for the hberty of 
the press pragmatic He would have subscribed to 
William James’s defimtion True ideas are those that we 
can assimilate^ validate, corroborate, and verify False 
ideas are those that we cannot ” But how can this process 
of assimilation, corroboration and verification go on unless 
there is the freest circulation of the relevant facts And 
facts are facts mdependently of our discrimmation of them 
we cannot wish them away, or legislate them mto obhvion 
They are the dust and heat, through which the race for 
the immortal garland is to be run And if your aim is a 
philosophical one, the relevant facts are m controversy, 
and m our days controversy is m books 

Smce therefore [concludes Milton] the knowledge and 
survey of vice is m this world so necessary to the con- 
stitutmg of human vertue, and the scannmg of error to 
the confirmation of truth, how can we more safely, and 
with less danger scout mto the regions of sm and falsity 
then by readmg all manner of tractats, and hearing aU 
manner of reason ^ And this is the benefit which may 
be had of books promiscuously read 

There are plenty of people to-day ready to give their 
assent to this first argument of Milton’s who yet boggle at 
some specific apphcation of it to present imrcumstances 
They say that Milton was generalizing from theological or 
philosophical premisses, and that he did not have^in mmd, 
for example, questions of pubhc morals or provisions for 
public safety Milton, however, made no exceptions He 
did not exempt books from the normal incidence of the 
law , he admitted that their authors should be punished if 
convicted of libel, scandal or blasphemy But the punish- 
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ment is always ex post facto ^ and there is no prohibition of the 
means available to the delinquent Indeed, Milton 
discusses at some length tb®se scurrilous wi^tters of antiquity, 
and IS clearly of the opimon that there never was a ca#e fojr 
suppressmg any of them, not even that Petronms whom 
Nero call’d his Arbiter nor “ that notorious ribald of 
Arezzo, dreaded and yet dear to the Italian Courtiers ” 
Milton’s tolerance of the prmtmg even of obscemties 
follows more logically, perhaps, from his second and third 
arguments, to which I now pass These two arguments are 
connected one points to the extreme difficulty of knowmg 
where to draw the Ime between what is true and what is 
false, what is good and what is evil , and the other points 
to the impossibi^ty of finding individuals competent to 
draw such a Ime, supposmg it to exist Generally, on the 
first of these scores, Milton argues that the kind of control 
contemplated m the Order of Parhament is impossible 
of apphcation this order of hcencing conduces nothing 
to the end for which it was framed ” If your end is the 
restriction of heresy, why stop at books ^ ‘‘ If we think to 

regulat Prmtmg, thereby to rectifie manner^, we must 
regulat all recreations and pastimes, all that is dehghtfuU to 
man There must be hcencmg dancers, that no gesture, 
motion, or deportment be taught ouT youth but what by 
their allowance shall be thought honest ” We could 
extend the list to-day, for though we have an illogical 
censorship of the theatre, and a farcical censorship of the 
cmema, the, means of propagatmg heresy, corruption and 
all other mental errors through the press and broadcastmg 
are limitless But the complexity of the task of censorship 
does not deter our legislator's, and m many parts of the world 
Milton’s arguments are needed, not so much for the liberty 
of imlicensed prmtmg, as for the hberty of any kmd of 
expression Perhaps it would be more realistic to say 
that the truth of this particular argument of Milton’s has 
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been recognized^ but m countries where liberty is an 
inconvenience to a tyrannous government^ no limit is set 
to the scope of censorship Mili^n thought he was asking 
a rhetorical question when he said And who shall 
silence ^ the airs and madrigalls, that whisper softness m 
chambers ^ , but we have lived to see these, and other 

faricies he thought absurd, come to pass throughout most 
of Europe Not knowing where to draw the Ime, our 
modern tyrants have made it all-mclusive it is the totali- 
tarian logic 

Totalitarian government has an equally effective answer 
to Milton’s third argument In his innocence of our 
modem efficiency, Milton imagined that though hcensing 
were imposed, writing would still continue, and that men 
would freely submit their manuscripts to the official censors 
He therefore foimd it difficult to vnagme a body of men 
with either the patience or the competence to carry out 
such an enormous task His description of such a judge 
will strike a modem publisher’s reader as painfully 
apt 

If he be of such worth as behoovs him, there cannot be 
a more tedious and unpleasmg Journey-work, a greater 
losse of time levied upon his head, then to be made the 
perpetuall reader of unchosen books and pamphlets, 
oftimes huge volumes There is no book that is accept- 
able unlesse at certam seasons , but to be enjoyn’d the 
reading of that at all times, and in a hand scars legible, 
whereof three pages would not down at any time m 
the fairest Print, is an imposition which I ca^janot beleeve 
how he that values time, and his own studies, or is but 
of a sensible nostnll should be able to endure 

But this, of course, is not what happens m modem censor- 
ship There is, no doubt, a tbm trickle of unsohcited 
matter which must be read by some poor drudge But the 
modem method is to print only what is imtiated by the 
State, and entrusted to rehable servants to execute The 
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totalitarian censorship operates on the mind of the pubhc, 
not on the manuscripts of its writers 

But*all this makes Miltfen s jBnal argument all the more 
relevant to oxir present circumstances I lastly proceed % 

says Milton^ ‘‘ from the no good it can do, to th^ manifest 
hurt It causes, m being first the greatest discouragement 
and affront, that can be offered to lear nin g ^nd to learned 
men This is partiy a psychological argument A man 
does not become learned without acquirmg a certam sense 
of digmty or self respect If the State infirmges this dehcate 
structure of confidence and freedom, the qitellect itself 
suffers — ^recoils and atrophies In his travels Milton had 
found and visited the famous Galileo grown old, a pnsner 
to the Inquisition, for thinking m Astronomy otherwise 
then the Franciscan and Dominican hcencers thought 
and that sight and its significance had been deeply impressed 
on his youthful mind In other countries, 

where this kind of mquisition tyrannizes [he had] sat 
among their lemed men and bm counted happy 

to be bom m such a place of Philosophic firee^om, as &ey 
suppos’d England was, while themselvs did nothmg but 
bemoan the servd condition mto which leming amongst 
them was brought , that this was it which had dampt 
the glory of Itahan wits , that nothing had bm there 
wntt’n now these many years but flattery and fustian ” 

In his first argument Milton has said that truth must be 
tested against error what he is now saying is that truth 
nevertheless can never be stabilized or defined It is m a 
contmuous state of emergence, the issue of ceaseless mental 
strife Truth and understanding are not such wares as 
to be monopohz’d and traded m by tickets and statues, 
and standards We must not think to make a staple 
commodity of aU the knowledge m the Land, to m ark 
and licence it like our broad cloth, and our wool! packs ” 
Or, as we might say to-day, truth cannot be rationed, or 
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Standardized, or cut to a pattern of utility Truth cannot 
be controlled in any way it is the unpredictable outcome 
of the exercise of free will, a harmony of colours which are 
disccsrdant as they he juxtaposed on the canvas, but mmgle 
and cohere in the vision Milton himself uses a vivid 
architectural metaphor 

when every stone is laid artfully together, it cannot be 
united into a continuity, it can but be contiguous in this 
world , neither can every peece of the building be of one 
form , nay rather the perfection consists m thib, that out 
of many moderat varieties and brotherly dissimilitudes 
that are n6t vastly disproportionall arises the goodly and 
the gracefull symmetry that commends the whole pile 
and structure There must be many schisms and 

many dissections made m the quarry acad m the timber, 
ere the house of God can be built 

Milton welcomes the free circulation of schisms and 
heresies Let every man, he says, be his own prophet 
If the root be strong, what matter how we branch out ^ 
He then mdu^es in that greatest metaphor with which his 
tract IS adorned his picture of the City “ besieg’d and 
blockt about, her navigable river infested, mrodes and 
mcursions round, defiance and battell oft rumor’d to be 
marching up ev’n to her wails, and suburb trenches ” and 
the people withm this city ‘‘ wholly tak’n up with the study 
of highest and most important matters to be reform’d 
disputing, reasonmg, reading, mventmg, discoursmg, ev’n 
to a rarity, and admiration, things not before disccurst or 
wntt’n of” And this, he contmues, far fircftn bemg a 
sign of weakness m that city or nation, “ argues first a 
singular good will, contentedness and confidence in your 
prudent foresight, and safe government. Lords and 
Commons ” It is a sign of orgamc health 

For as m a body, when the blood is fresh, the spirits 
pure and vigorous, not only to vital, but to rationall 
faculties, and those in the acutest, and the pertest 
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operations of wit and. suttlety, it argues m wHat good 
-plight and constitution the body is, so when the cherfLd- 
nesse of the people is so spnghty up, a« >hat it has, not 
only wherewith to guard well its own freedom and safety, 
but to spare, and to bestow upon the sohdest and su^hiaest 
pomts of controversie, and new invention, it Vetok’ns 
us not degenerated, nor drooping to a fatal decay, but 
castmg off the old and wnncl’d skin of corruption to 
outhve these pangs and wax young again^ entnng the 
glorious waies of Truth and prosperous vertue destin’d 
to become great and honourable in these latter ages 

Then follows that supremely beautiful passage envisaging 
a noble and puissant Nation rousmg herself hke a strong 
man after sleep, and shakmg her mvmcible locks ” 

Such are Miilton^ arguments for the hberty of urdicensed 
prmtmg Not one of them is without its aptness to-day, 
and though m our state of siege we have not wholly 
abrogated this hberty above all liberties, there is a dull 
acquiescence m the many restrictions that have been 
imposed, and a tolerance of their abuse We have not 
come through this tune of trial without some cause for 
doubting whether England is still a place of philosophic 
freedom Refugees from foreign tyranny have been 
imprisoned on suspicion of their opimons, and not on any 
proven transgressions of law Englishmen who have too 
openly expressed their sympathy with the false and illiberal 
philosophy of our enemies have been arrested and detained 
without open trial A specious sophistry has been used to 
arrest and imprison men whose moral objections to war 
were as strong and as smcerely held as any which could 
be brought under a religious rubric But these are blatant 
and occasional infrmgements of our liberties which will, I 
hope, disappear with the state of war which has given 
them their only sanction What I feel more concerned 
about are certain tendencies which prolong their dark 
shadows mto the time of peace and reconstruction I refer 
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to the growing power of trade associations, and to the 
proposal, freely canvassed, that such associations should 
entrusted with what is called a planning or ration^ilization 
of fheir particular trade For the printing and publishing 
of books is a trade, and there have not been lacking voices 
to call for its regimentation 

In Milton’s time, as we have seen, the task of censorship 
was to be entrusted to the contemporary trade association, 
the Stationers’ Company Since Milton’s time those 
corrupted remnants of the free guilds, which tried their best 
for many years to restrict trade and to immobilize labour, 
came under the control of Parliament and for the most 
part only continued to exist as picturesque survivals of a 
past economy But within recent years — and largely as a 
counterpart to the organized associations of workmen — 
these bodies have been revived, though generally under 
new names and with new functions That they are a neces 
sary feature of the totahtanan state is not to be denied 
a centralized economy must have institutions through which 
it can transmit its rigid control of the lives and actions of 
its citizens This is not the occasion to discuss the economic 
aspects of the question there is xmdoubtedly much to be 
said for the planned production and distribution of the 
material necessities of life But the control of material is 
apt to give the controllers consequential powers whose 
abuse cannot be prevented The materials of publishing 
are not to be treated as ordinary merchandise , for the 
control of these materials cannot be easily distinguished 
from the control of the words and thoughts they disseminate 
This wider threat has no sanction in war it is a pi oposal 
for peace Our publishing trade must, it is said, be planned, 
and if pubhshers cannot put their own house m order, the 
state must mtervene Liberty, we are told by one of our 
leading publishers, is a barren mtellectual concept ** Books 
and authors, the literary art and science of a great nation, 
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are too important to be left to the vinrestncted scope of 
private enterprise ” Publishers as a corporate body 
should find a way of d ccouragmg the minority from 
actions dangerous to publishers as a whole ^ These r^y 
look well as the pious sentiments of a tidy mind but the 
field of truth, as Milton describes it, is not tidy it is a 
battlefield We may deplore the waste of paper and labour 
on tracts that are pernicious, on books and penodicals that 
cater for the lowest levels of taste But prohibition is no 
cure for the evil The prettiest of flowers are a culture from 
the wilderness of weeds, and a garden in which only red 
roses are allowed to bloom is not only monotonous it is 
a cemetery in which all adventure hes buried 

I am not recornraending that we should let thmgs be — 
that we should stand aside m idle indifference But it is 
pubhc taste and pubhc sensibility which should be improved ,, 
by education, by example, by the abundance of beauty and 
the free mtercourse of creative spirits These manifesta- 
tions come spontaneously from the groundwork of a free 
community, and because they are spontaneous, they seek 
and find many and diverse channels of expression Por 
this reason I would not strive to prevent the establishment 
of a state publishmg house, or a guild of publishers, or a 
guild of authors pubhshing their own works I would add 
to private enterprise any mstitutions of co-operation and 
mutual aid which promised diversity and ease of com- 
mumcation It is the character of restrictions that they 
breed and multiply, until, as Milton so vividly says, we 
fall agam into a grosse conforming stupidity, a stark and 
dead congealment of wood and hay and stubble forest 
atid frozen together ’’ But Liberty is absolute it suffers 
no limitation to its range, no defimtion of its measures It 
IS a reflection of the confident behef that when the dust of 

^ Mr F J Warburg in an address to the Publishers’ Advertis- 
ing Circle, 24 September, 1942 
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controversy has settled, and many subtle engines lie broken 
m the ditches, the divme image of truth shall stand, simp^, 
radiant, and Ifemgn 


7 1 Envoy 

Everywhere, m that ommoijs siimmer of 1939, we fotand 
desei^ted hotels, silent but not unjfriendly people, good roads 
but poor food When we reached the Itahan Lakes we 
had been travelhng strenuously for a week or more, and 
decided to rest for two or three days at a spot I had marked 
for such a purpose some years before — ^the Hermitage at 
San Vigiho It stands on the eastern sl?,ore of Lake Garda, 
overlookmg a immature harbour The charm of the 
place comes not only from its situation, but also from a 
stage-hke antiquity — ^it is opposite the peninsula of Senmone, 
Catullus’s retreat, and everything had been done, back in 
the seventeenth or eighteenth century, to enhance its 
classical associations White statues gleam between dark 
cypresses,"^ and here and there, cut mto the garden walls 
and half hidden by the hangmg weeds, is an elegant Latin 
inscription 

The harbour is not much bigger than a pond, but it is 
perfect, with its ‘‘ sea-front ” and landmg-stage It 
shelters perhaps half a dozen fishmg boats, which set out 
with their russet sails at sunset — ^the fishmg is a mght 
mdustry, and this makes the place all the sleepier during 
the day The fishers emerge about midday and take a 
prolonged siesta sitting against the whitewashed walls of 
their cottages, which m their turn lean sleepily against the 
dLiflfe 

From the balcony of the hotel, where we had all our 
meals, we looked down on this peaceful scene Normally a 
lake-steamer calls twice a day, but the service had been 
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suspended — there were not enough tourists Occasionally 
a rowing-boat would drift slowly round the headland to 
the no-^'^h of the harbour 

Then one day, the third of our stay, the peace was 
suddenly broken We had finished lunch and were eipping 
our coffee on the balcony when some echoing hoots warned 
us of the approach of a steamer Actually th'=‘^e were two 
of them, and as they came round the headland we saw 
that they were crowded with tourists They approw^hed 
slowly and came to anchor outside the harbour At first 
we viewed them with mild curiosity, but as they came 
within range of all our senses, this curiosity turned to 
apprehension, and slowly to mystified horror 

A hohday excursion is not a welcome sight to anyone 
enjoymg peace and sohtude We xmght have fled indoors 
» at once, but were held by the odd behaviour of this crowd 
They shouted, some of them, but not m any sort of unison 
They waved their handkerchief or hats, but m aimless 
jerks Their sweaty faces seemed to be lifted towards us, 
and for a time we thought their shouts might be mtended 
for us, but they never waited for an answer The majority 
were fat, the men bald, with open shirts and thick pink 
necks , their knees showing between dirty leather shorts 
and white stockings The women wore blouses and skirts 
of cheap prmted cotton 

The shouts and snatches of talk that reached us were m 
German Some of the passengers were scrambling into 
boats, and I began to fear an invasion of our privacy 
They landed, these few, but there was httle for them to see — 
no shops, no bar, no cafe — nothing but a steep path up the 
lake side, some fishing boats, and some fishermen who sat 
stohdly imder their walls, not moving, not speaking The 
shoutmg and gesticulatmg continued , the bunched groups 
on the steamers were eatmg oranges, throwing the nnd 
mto the harbour, along with screwed-up tissue papers, 
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Cigar butts, all the characteristic droppmgs of Mass-man 
And all the time gnmacmjsc and uttermg their stransre 
disconnected cries 

It had soon become apparent that it was one of the 
Kxaf durch Freude ” tours oi^amzed by the Nazis, 
and though m reality the crowd’s appearance was npt very 
different from^ a bahk-hohday excursion m England, I was 
ready to find a racial or a pohtical excuse for my disdain 
So, that matter, was the Italian waitress who had come 
out to watch from the same balcony, and stood near us 
She brought some news which immediately made the 
odd behaviour of the crowd more understandable — ^it was 
a party consisting entirely of the deaf or the dumb But 
only Germans, I thought, perhaps only«Nazis, would think 
of herdmg together a lot of similarly afflicted people and 
sending them off to a foreign country to enjoy themselves 
The hooters had sounded and the Breughel figures were 
scrambling aboard agam Soon they were gone, trailing 
their discordant cries and the sentimental wail of an 
accordion — ^played by the deaf, perhaps, for the benefit of 
the dumb The silence was deeper than ever The sun 
had disappeared behmd the distant mountains The 
lovely twihght settled mistily over the surface of the lake 
Then from the group under the houses a fisherman got 
up and crossed below us He was carrymg a long-handled 
shovel and made his way to the outer wall of the little 
harbour, where it ]omed the rocks and pebbly beach He 
began to shovel up some pebbles, throwi!Pig them mto 
the water in a heap Perhaps a dozen shovelfuls, and 
then he went back 

We were completely puzzled by this action, and asked 
the waitress for an explanation It was as simple as it was 
astounding He was creating a current which would 
slowly coil round the harbour, carrymg with it all the 
debns which the tnppers had left floating on its surface 
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Presiomably the pebbles still retamed the heat of the midday 
suxiy and when dropped into the water, caused it to expand 
in thi» particular spot and with this paracular effect 
It was a small mcident, but even then, before the s*orra 
had broken over Europe, it already seemed like a fiagment 
of ancient wisdom, confrontmg with its digmty and 
simplicity the deaf and dumb emissaiies of a civilization 
that had nothing but horror to brmg mto the wo'id 
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The pubhshed 14 this volunus are selected Irom the 

vanous products of my crfutat durmg the past twenty 

years None of them has been previously pubhshed in book 
form, though here and there a paragraph which has escaped 
my memory may have been mcorporated m one of my books 
In the mam these are occasional essays — a volume of more 
formal, essays was pubhshed sevm years ago {Collected Essays in 
Literary’ Cnticisiriy Faber & Faber, 1938) — and I have deh 
berately reframed from givmg them any classification they 
have no particular design on the reader, I wish them to be 
read for their variety I have been so often accused of mcon- 
sistency that I must expect a renewal of the charge now that 
I have tied so many faggots mto a convement bundle but 
against a smgle-mmded fanaticism I can only protest with 
Burke (whom I am mconsistent enough to admire) that my 
opimons come “ from one who wishes to preserve consistency , 
but who would preserve consistency by varymg his means to 
secure the umty of his end , and, when the equipoise of the 
vessel m which he sails may be endangered by overloadmg it 
upon one side, is desirous of carrymg the sm^l weight of his 
reasons to that which may preserve its equipoise 

In the notes which follow I have endeavoured to record those 
penocjicals which the essays first appeared, and would like 
to take this opportunity of profFermg any acknowledgements 
which may be due to their ^itors 

H R 

1 Not previously published The translation of the passage 

from Rilke’s Letters to a Young Poet ” is by Dr K W 

Maurer 

2 Composite partly from an unpublished lecture, partly 

from an article and review contributed to the Listener 

3 Introduction to the catalogue of an exhibit^pn of Klee’s 

work at the Leicester G^lenes, February, 1941 

4 From the Listener, 1938 

5 From the Bibliophile's Almanac, 1928 Lawrence discusses 

this article in his Letters, ed David Garnett, London 

(Hememann), 1938, pp 547-51 

6 From the Comrade, 1943 

7 From the Times Literary Supplement I have published a 

more general study of James in Collected Essays in Literary 

Criticism (London, Faber & Faber, 1938), pp 354-66 

8 Introduction to an exhibition 





Notes 


9 From a review 

10 Composite, chiefly from the Listener^ I939 

11 A broadcast Compare my (London, Jonathan 

Cape, 1930) 
ii2 From the Listener 

13 From J^ow 

14 From the Listener 

15 -From J^ews Letter 

16 From the Observer y on the occasion of the centenary of 

Morris’s birth, 1934 

17 From the Listener 

18 From the 'Times Literary Supplement, 1926 

1 9 From Pfow 

20 From Girdle (Faber & Faber, 1937) 

21 From the New English Weekly 

22 From the Listener 

23 From the Spectator, 

24 From the Listener 

25 A broadcast, with additional material from a review 

Gf In Eefence of Shelly (London, Hememann, 1026) 

26 From the Listener 

27 From the Observer 

28 From the Listener and the Spectator 

29 From Cinema Quarterly 

30 From the Listener, 1930 

31 Introduction to an exhibition of pamtmgs (Dublm, 1943) 

32 A broadcast A further essay on Hawthorne appears m 

Collected Essays in Literary Criticism, pp 265—^9 

33 From the Listener A further essay on HopJons appears m 

Collected Elssays m Literary Cnticxsm, pp 

34 From the Listener 

35 A broadcast 

36 From the Listener 

37 Broadcast (1944), with passages from a review 

38 From a lecture Cf Surrealism (London, Faber & Faber, 

*93^)? for a larger treatment of the same subject 

39 From the New English Weekly 

40 From the Spectator 

41 From tne Listener 

42 A foreword to Ethics tn Modem Art, by Maijone Bowen 

(Conway Memorial Lecture, 1939) 

43 From the Cntenon 

44 From a lecture Cf Art and Society (new edition m the 

press , London, Faber & Faber), Chapter V 

45 From the Spectator 

40 From Cinema Quartedy 

47 Broadcast 

48 From the Listener 
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49 From Poetry (London) 

50 From Axis 

51 Composite ^partly from reviews m the Spectator and the 

Listener Ihe quotations ar^from the various volprnes of 
Kierkegaard’s works pubhshed by the Oxford XJmversity 
I*^ess 

52 Frcm the Listener 

53 No record of previous pubhcation 

54 From the Listener 

55 Frcyxi ihe. ^L%siener 

56 Fr^m the Townes Literary Supplement Gf Collected Essays in 

Literary Crttictsm^ pp 299—314 

57 ^rom the Listener 

58 From the Listener 

59 Composite partly from the Spectator and the Listener 

60 From the Listener 

61 From the Ptmes Literary Supplement 

62 From the Listener 

63 From the New English Weekly 

64 From the Listener 

65 From Purpose 

66 From the London Bulletin 

67 No record of previous publication The subject is treated 

at greater length m Art and Industry (Faber & Faber, 
2nd ed , 1944) 

68 From the Spectator ^ with additions 

69 From the Listener 

70 SpeecK at the Areopagitica Tercentenary Conference, 

25 August, 1944 

71 From 'Tribune 

The frontispiece is reproduced from a photograph by Brogiy Florence 
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